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CHAPTER I. 

THE bailie's household. 

Paek Squaee was without exception the 
most genteel pinnacle in the manufacturing 
city of Lumside. It was more than genteel ; 
it was perhaps the most massive collection 
of porticoed mansions out of Greece, Doric 
pillars of solid granite supported the porches ; 
inside the spacious hall there were pillars of 
a less" massive sort ; the drawing-rooms were 
pillared on a similar scale. 

To realise the greatness of Park Square, it 
would be necessary to see Bailie Govan lean- 
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2 KING CAPITAL. 

ing upon one of the pillars of his drawing- 
room a few minutes before his dinner is 
served on a certain evening in November. 

The Bailie has just moved into Park 
Square ; the household gods that are around 
him are as new as the upholsterer can make 
them ; and the Bailie, standing with his arms 
akimbo, so as to command a view of a full- 
length portrait of himself, enjoys the novelty. 

The little man is five feet four in height ; 
the figure in the portrait is five feet ten ; he 
has never been in the hunting -field in his 
life; the figure in the portrait has a gun 
beneath its arm, and a pointer is stretching 
a somewhat lengthened neck at its feet. In 
the width and space of the drawing-room the 
owner of the mansion is lost ; and as he looks 
from one mirrored fireplace along the pillars 
to the mirrored fireplace far down the room, 
the sense of space, tempered by the wine- 
coloured glow from the carpet, and enriched 
by the glittering gilt and china of a plentiful 
decoration and innumerable ornaments, is 



THE bailie's household. 



pleasant to his eye. He only turns from it 
to the shrine where the oil -portrait hangs, 
and in front of which his devotion has its 
fullest outcome. No poor sinner could turn 
his eyes upon an altar-piece with a more 
rehgious demeanour than Bailie Govan turns 
his eyes upon the enlarged figure of Bailie 
Govan. For as he stands at the shrine, has 
he not every reason to offer homage to the 
counterfeit presentment of himself which has 
cost him a thousand pounds sterling ? Has 
he not this very day realised a portion of his 
ambition, and sat upon the judicial bench of 
his native city for the first time, and shown 
his appreciation of the penal code by a liberal 
bestowal of sixty days' imprisonment, without 
an option of fine, upon the backsliders who 
have been presented at his bar? He feels 
that he may reasonably do a little self- wor- 
ship, and he does it accordingly — the glories 
of his new house, occupied to-day for the first . 
time, being as new to him as his magistracy ; 
and at the moment we see him combining 
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with it to make him the most uplifted mortal 
in Park Square. 

The Bailie is in evening dress ; at this hour 
he is always to be in evening dress for the 
remainder of his days ; once in Park Square, 
he is entitled to call himself a prince — a mer- 
chant-prince, of course — ^but still a prince. 

Napoleon, after a successful campaign in 
Egypt, in Italy, or in Austria, might have 
crossed his arms in the shades of Malmaison 
or the Luxembourg as Bailie Govan crosses 
his. As the little figure steps out from 
the pillar, arms still akimbo, he is suggest- 
ive of one who has fought and satisfactor- 
ily conquered. 

He is bald-headed, which is not so becom- 
ing in a hero who has overcome; but the 
muscles of his red countenance are of a heroic 
rigidity; his thick lips protrude; his round 
shaven chin presses upon the stiff linen of 
his ruffled shirt ; his eyes seek the carpet with 
the fixity of a hero preoccupied with many 
details. 
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Presently a figure stands in the doorway — 
a figure also in evening dress — with a head of 
plentiful brown hair and brief whiskers, and 
the Bailie hears a voice observing — 

" The ladies are in the dining-room, sir." 

Bailie Govan for the first time has been 
told by his own butler that his dinner is 
ready. 

The announcement is very precious to his 
ears; he does not even turn to look at the 
man in the doorway, so that the bland voice 
has to raise itself as it exclaims — 

" The ladies are in the dining-room, sir." 

" Very well, Macnab," said the Bailie, with 
a deliberation in the expression of his words 
which smacked of a judicial decision of some 
consequence to the future destiny of the per- 
son addressed. " But, Macnab," he continued, 
as he looked at a superb chronometer, " it 
would be desirable to drop the *sir' in the 
future and say 'Bailie.' The ladies are in 
the dining-room. Bailie. You understand ? " 

" Yes, sir," said the butler, with an immov- 
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able expression, which covered a good deal of 
amazement. 

" Although I am not of the class of per- 
sons you have been in the habit of serving, 
Macnab, I am not one who has been used to 
familiarities. Not ' sir,' then, but * Bailie.' " 

" The ladies are in the dining-room, Bailie," 
said the butler, with imperturbable gravity, 
and his, master passed down the broad stair- 
case of marble. 

It was the first dinner which had been 
served in Park Square, and the Bailie, who 
looked forward to his table being the scene 
of many a convivial junketing and rout, 
paused at the doorway to admire the 
chamber. 

To-night it was a mere family gathering ; 
round the loaded table there were only col- 
lected the members of Bailie Govan's own 
family. 

From the door the room looked not unlike 
a picture-gallery, its contents ill chosen and 
ill hung. Over the fireplace Bailie Govan 



THE bailie's household. 



himself predominated in a portrait of great 
magnitude and severity of feature. 

He was surrounded by landscapes embody- 
ing several dreary edges of Highland moors. 
A field of poppies occupied the space above 
his Brobdingnagian sideboard, and was sur- 
rounded by sketches of the local river, painted 
to order. 

The weight of silver which loaded the table 
and the sideboard was immense; in some 
countries the silversmith who should have 
amassed as much would have sold out to be 
at his ease for the remainder of his days. 

There was an awful stillness in the dining- 
room as the Bailie walked, slow and erect, to 
his place at the foot of the table. His wife 
had already taken her seat, and was resplen- 
dent in a beetle - coloured sUk, plentifully 
garnished with lace; her face was not an 
unpleasant one, still showing she had been 
young once, and, in that condition, must have 
had the comeliness of strength and health; 
there was something of honesty and well- 
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meaning in her brown eyes and placid mouth 
even now, weakened though it was by the 
disturbing consciousness of diamonds in her 
ears, at her throat, on her fingers. Two 
daughters sat on either side of the table, and 
on the face of each there wa6 an air of sub- 
dued expectation ; the two younger girls on 
the right-hand side of their mother stared 
very hard at tjie footman, who had taken his 
place at the Bailie's chair. 

Maggie, of the auburn curls and round 
dark eyes, gazed at him with undisguised 
admiration. Jane, who was next her — slim 
of figure and pale of face — ^was much inclined 
to giggle. They were only kept in good 
behaviour by catching the eye of their elder 
sister, who had a seat at her father's right 
hand. Hers was not a severe face ; it was, 
on the contrary, a face in which there was 
much sweetness and repose — a face in which 
the brown eyes were deep and kindly, and 
the full lips, placid with good-humour, lurking 
in the comers of them. But Nelly Govan had 
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a quiet power over her sisters which, even 
under the unwonted strain of the- first dinner 
in Park Square, made them preserve a decorous 
silence, while their little father advanced to 
his chair behind the silver candlesticks. 

It was not for long that Nelly's influence 
prevailed, however; for the butler stepping 
out to address Mrs Govan, the latter, in a 
hurried obsequious manner, exclaimed " Sir ? " 

Maggie looked at the footman to see the 
effect, and that well-behaved person making 
a slight contortion on one side of his face, the 
girl writhed in her chair and would have 
broken into peals of laughter had not her 
father stood up, closed his eyes, and begun 
an address to Providence in a familiar voice. 
The Bailie's tone would have been patronis- 
ing to Macnab ; it was more than patronising, 
considering the ascent he intended his words 
to make. He assumed that Deity would 
take a special interest in the new epoch 
marked by his arrival in Park Square; he 
talked as if Deity and Bailie Govan were 
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members of the same firm, in which the 
latter was the ruling partner; as if Deity 
and Bailie Govan were elbow-deep in the 
common management of the universe, but 
that the Bailie had the most to do ; and that, 
on the whole, if the arrangement was to go 
on amicably, it must depend upon circum- 
stances over which the Bailie had the larger 
control. 

" Well, father," said Nelly, attempting to 
put a little conversational currency in circu- 
lation after the Bailie had lowered his right 
arm and resumed his seat, "how did you 
get on at the bench?" 

" The Lord President of the Court of Ses- 
sion could not have improved on a single 
sentence, Helen. There were four cases — one 
of vagrancy, a fellow standin' in a shop-door 
all night ; I gave him sixty days. Not ^V, 
Macnab ; Bailie^ if ye please." 

Whereupon Jane and Maggie and Lizzie, 
laying down their knives and forks, profanely 
laughed. But the Bailie regarded them not. 
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"Another was a case of theft — ^a workman 
allowed an old woman to cany away a sackful 
of chips from the inside of a house. I gave him 
sixty days. Bailie^ if you please, Macnab." 

Whereupon the younger daughters looked 
from the footman to the butler and laughed 
again. This time the magistrate glared down 
the table aff if he were sentencing his wife 
to a congenial term of lengthened imprison- 
ment ; and Mrs Go van with a tremulous voice, 
and a nervous side-look at the butler, said, 
" Maggie, it's you," in a beseeching tone. 

It certainly was Maggie who, each time the 
footman deposited a plate or filled a glass, ad- 
ministered a gentle kick to her sister under the 
table, and experienced little waves of drollery 
which made her eyes sparkle. 

"Well, father," pursued Nelly, "did you 
give them all sixty days?" 

"I did that, without distinction; but I 
think the table should have been set for 
these girls in some other part of the house. 
See to it, Mrs Govan, that they dine by them- 
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selves after this. Bailie^ if ye please, Mac- 
nab, and let it be the last time I have to 
remind ye." 

"Yes, my Lo — , yes. Bailie," said the 
adroit butler, as if the language in which he 
addressed his late master had slipped out 
unawares ; and the Bailie was appeased. 

The spectacle of the men-servants cowed 
the Bailie's wife so much, that she had noth- 
ing to say during the progress of the meal, 
which she brought to a somewhat summary 
conclusion, owing to the growing respect 
under which she found herself addressing 
them ; while the Bailie went on asserting his 
condition of magistracy in a voice in which 
irritation was slowly gathering to a climax. 

As for the three younger girls, they rushed 
importunately past Macnab and his hench- 
man, and in a remote apartment, throwing 
themselves upon their beds, screamed with 
laughter. 

" Oh, Janie ! " said Lizzie ; " Oh, Lizzie ! " 
cried Maggie, " what a love of a footman ! 
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What a beautiful creature ! And the butler 
said *my Lo— ' to papa. Did you ever? 
No, you never ! " But while they were pur- 
suing their gambols, Bailie Govan remained 
among his pictures and his silver finishing 
a bottle of wine all by himself, during the 
course of which he reminded Macnab thrice, 
" Not sir, but Bailie ; for familiarity breeds 
contempt." 
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BENEATH THE REEK. 

When the hour of breakfast rang over the 
city of Lumside from a hundred factory-bells 
on a November morning, it might still have 
been midnight to judge from the darkness. 
The lamp over the great gate of " Go van's 
Works " shed but a feeble light through the 
blackness, as a crowd of workmen came out 
beneath it. 

A pale face was lit up now and then as 
the men emerged ; but save for the tramp of 
their feet, and the occasional exchange of a 
personality on either side of the light, one 
could not have told they were there, so thick 
was the gloom. When the bells had stopped 
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and the rush was over, any one looking in at 
the gates perceived only a continuation of 
the Cimmerian blackness, lit up at irregular 
intervals by blurred red lamps. To find the 
way from ihe watchman's box on the inside 
of the gate to any of the places indicated by 
the indifferent shining of the gas, involved 
no small amount of danger. The uninitiated 
visitor would be apt to remember the attempt 
by an extensive aching for several weeks 
after ; because, instead of finding his way to 
a lamp by one pathway, he would make 
straight for a comer of old iron, where he 
would fall and cut his hands. Groping 
wildly for an escape, he would bring his head 
in contact with an unseen engine ; gingerly 
moving forwards, he would narrowly escape 
being hanged by the suspended chain of a 
crane. 

The sun did not shine much upon Gov- 
an's Works all through the November day; 
there was a paU of smoke distilled inside the 
great brick stalk, and by a hundred rival 



1ft KI50 CAPITAL. 

Atalkg for several miles round about; and 
though it is to be presumed the sun was 
shining as usual on mountain-sides, and upon 
quiet streams in the plains, it could not 
pierce the thick cloud which covered Gov- 
aii'fl Works. 

Daylight was a luxury, therefore, that the 
workmen did not anticipate during that 
month ; it is not certain that some of the 
apprentices in *' the shops " were not of opin- 
ion that the universe all over was conducted 
by gaslight for a period of weeks. 

The noise of business had ceased in 
Uovan*8 Works; only at one point over 
the northern corner was there an occasional 
clangour. But one hammer was still going 
tUew when, from the impenetrable gloom 
wUioU surrounded the spot, there was the 
5iligUte«^t cry of a female voice. 

*' Walter." saivl the voice; but there was 
IK> rw|XHi$^\ exot>pt the gong-like sound of 
tUo h;inmu'r. "' W^ltor." it called out again 
*s the gvHig v»a$^\l K>atiug : and an c^tique 
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yellow light diffused itself in the darkness. 
"Here, come to me; my foot has got into 
something, and I can't move." 

The opaque light then moved, and the rays 
of a lantern broke the darkness in the direc- 
tion of the voice. 

" Is it you, Jenny ? " asked a second voice 
from behind the lantern. 

" Yes ; here I am. Throw the light down 
on my foot. Take care now ; I have tea and 
things in my hand." 

" Upon my word," replied the second voice, 
hearty and masculine, as the light rested upon 
the lower part of a figure dressed in russet, 
" I would give the fellow that left that cast- 
ing there — I would give him the sack on the 
spot." 

" Gently now, Walter," said the first 
voice; and in the lamplight a man's head 
and shoulders might be seen as he bent 
his brown bare arm to extricate a little 
foot. 

It was the tiniest foot possible, or it could 

VOL. I. B 
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never have got into the slit in the casting 
which imprisoned it. 

"Jenny, this is a painful business. Just 
drop the baps and the tea, for Til have to lift 
you, casting an' all, to the boiler." 

"Indeed I will not drop them. They're 
for your breakfast." 

"Hold on, then!" and the yellow light 
was once more moving, like a Will-o'-the- 
wisp, through the gloom; and in another 
minute the girl Jenny was sitting on a rusty 
ledge, under an oil -lamp, while the lad 
Walter addressed himself to the little foot 
and the moulding. There was silence for a 
short time until the operation was over ; the 
foot came out without its shoe, but the girl 
had never flinched. 

"Jenny, don't tell me. That's a pretty 
painful foot you've got now." 

But Jenny deftly drew her foot within her 
russet dress, and retiring within the boiler, 
laid down the breakfast she had brought. 

"Here's your shoe, Jenny," continued 
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Walter, holding out the tiniest bit of boot- 
making; and Jenny, inside the boiler, took 
the shoe and placed it on her foot. 

"There's room for two in there, Jenny. 
Am I to come up?" and the lad looked 
eagerly inside. 

" No," said Jenny, without the least hesi- 
tation ; and as she looked from beneath the 
lamp, she revealed an oval face, pale but 
firm, and grey eyes which, even in the gloom, 
would not be denied. 

" It's cold out here, Jenny." 

"Set me down then, and get in again. 
Father is waiting for me." 

And she came back to the mouth of the 
boiler, and Walter lifted her down. 

"Til better carry you across the mould- 
ings, Jenny. You'll be getting into a trap 
again; and I believe you're limping down 
there in the dark." 

He held his lamp over her, but she disap- 
peared rapidly to her father's house. 

She had not far to go, and on the way 
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back her little feet kept the pathway without 
deviation. 

Jenny's father was the manager of Govan's 
Works ; he was brother to Bailie Govan, who 
was the firm. He and his daughter lived in 
a two-storey house, which was separated from 
the boiler- works by a short wall and a wicker 
gate. This November morning, when the 
sun was lighting up the world elsewhere, 
the manager's house was as black as Erebus ; 
it was only after groping to the wicker gate, 
and crossing the garden, so called, and com- 
ing in front of the parlour window, that the 
glow from her own fireplace showed Jenny 
where she was. Her father was sitting at his 
breakfast as she stepped into the room. She 
limped slightly as she walked to the fireplace, 
where a couple of bloaters were warming. 
She limped as she lifted an old-fashioned 
coffee-pot to the table. Her father was deep 
in the tracing of a boiler, and only broke his 
reverie when Jenny approached him with a 
" Now, father." 



BENEATH THE REEK. 21 

The little parlour was well lit: it had 
something of the appearance of a ship's 
cabin; the walls were lined with warm oak 
from floor to ceiling; at the farthest end 
there were books in many colours of binding. 
A portrait of Watt looked down from the 
mantelpiece; a portrait of an engine faced 
him on the opposite wall. 

Jenny's father looked up as he was ad- 
dressed, laid down the tracing with a sigh, 
and remarked, " Eich men's sons are no use, 
Jenny ; they never learn to trace. What the 
boilers o' the next generation will be like, I 
don't know. Money's a curse to these young 
fellows." 

"Well, father, take your bloater at any 
rate. Never mind the apprentices. And 
there's Walter, I'm sure he can make a boiler 
with the best of them." 

" Did you take him his breakfast ? " 

" Yes." 

" Walter's diff'erent," continued the mana- 
ger. " He has brains and hands, and nothing 
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that money would buy could make up to him 
for good work. Walter's not afraid of dirty- 
ing his hands. Some of these young chaps 
come to the works with as much gold about 
them as would stock a shop. And the scent 
on their handkerchiefs I And the trouble 
they have with their heads o' hair!" 

And Thomas Govan addressed himself to 
his breakfast with a look in which contempt 
and despair struggled for the mastery. 

Jenny was not very like her father now 
that they were seen together under the gas- 
light ; and her father was not the least like 
his brother the Bailie, who had stepped the 
evening before into his mansion in the west 
end of Lumside. The manager's face was not 
so much that of a practical engineer as of a 
poetic dreamer. His eyes had more contem- 
plation than keenness in them ; the irresolute 
lines of the mouth were not those that mark 
the man of action; but behind the knotted 
forehead there might easily lie a brain of no 
mean order. 
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" Here's the newspaper, father. I see uncle 
was on the bench yesterday. He's not a very 
merciful judge. Look ! they got sixty days 
each." 

" No doubt they deserved it, Jenny. He's 
a wonderful man Andrew. There's few things 
he can't do if he sets his mind to it. To 
think of him on the bench, just as if he had 
been trained to law ! But sixty days is a 
long pimishment," he added, in an under- 
tone, "to give a man for supplying an old 
woman with a few sticks. If Andrew has a 
fault, it is on the side of severity." 

" They've got into their grand house, too," 
said Jenny, with the least tone of bitterness. 
" I suppose we'll never see any of them any 
more." 

" Never see them ! What for that ? Park 
Square is not so much farther off than their 
last house." 

" No," answered Jenny, reflectively, pour- 
ing out some coffee ; " but oh, it's high up, 
father — ^high, high up I and I'm thinking that 
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it'll take a balloon for you and me to reach 
them. Nelly and the girls we may see again ; 
but I know uncle better than you. He has 
no notion of poor relations." 

The manager had laid down the paper, and 
as Jenny looked at him she knew he had not 
heard a word of the complaint. It was one 
of his reveries, she told herself; but she was 
determined it should not interfere with his 
breakfast. 

"You might as well be at the bottom 
of a coal-pit as live in Lumside," said 
Jenny, seeking to replenish her father's 
plate. 

" Ay, it's pretty black, Jenny," replied 
her father, resuming his consciousness again. 
" I'm just thinking I've got some bad news 
for Andrew. The hands are keen on a new 
rise o' wages, an' they'll be fools enough to 
strike if they don't get it. An' the shops are 
full o' orders ; and I don't see that Andrew 
can very well refuse them." 

''He always refuses a rise." 
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" Of course, lass ; but will he fight a strike ? 
— ^that's the question." 

" Well, if it gave you a holiday, father, I 
wouldn't care." 

" Whist, Jenny ! you don't know what 
you're talking about; we've boilers for the 
United States, boilers for South America, 
boilers for India, boilers for the colonies, 
marine boilers and locomotive boilers, boilers 
for domestic purposes and factory boilers," 
replied her father, accoinpanying his enun- 
ciation by a mute fantasia on the table with 
his fingers. "There never was such a trade 
in the shops, and a strike would play the 
deuce." 

" Well, father," said the irreconcilable 
Jenny, " that may be ; but it seems all one, 
good trade or bad trade, you never get a 
rise. Mother used to say that if everybody 
had his due, Govan's Works would be the 
Works of Thomas, and not of Andrew 
Govan. And you know, father, that you 
have made improvements on improvements. 
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and that even 'Govan's Patent' was your 
discovery." 

The manager had shaken himself free of 
crumbs, and was standing in front of the 
fire, his head bent to the side, listening as 
a bird might listen to a companion on a 
further bough. 

"You make the discoveries," persisted 
Jenny, strangely embittered by her uncle's 
elevation to the bench, "and he makes the 
profits. You toil from year's end to year's 
end, and he drives in his carriage." 

"Jenny, what's the matter, my dear?" 
said her father, stooping to kiss the fiery 
little woman who was addressing him. 

"Nothing, father," replied Jenny, visibly 
ashamed. " I'm just letting steam off. See 
and don't break your legs among the mould- 
ings," added the girl, as Thomas resumed 
his canvas jacket and stepped into the 
morning darkness. 
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CHAPTER III. 



WALTER WILSON AND ABEL DURRAND. 

To see Walter Wilson at the Works and 
at his own chambers for the evening was 
not to see the same person. In his jute 
clothes, well smeared with oil, a ball of waste 
in his hand and his head under a canvas cap, 
Walter was indistinguishable from a hundred 
others similarly dressed and engaged. 

Smut is no respecter of persons, and it 
assuredly did not respect the strong Roman 
countenance of the young engineer. For 
eight or ten hours of every day Walter was 
literally painted in oil ; his work done, how- 
ever, he cast off his canvas and bloomed into 
one of the most presentable young persons 
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in Lumside. Perhaps it was the sense of 
contrast which had something to do with it ; 
but Walter, who was not a fop, certainly 
bestowed a great deal of time upon his 
personal appearance when he had finished 
his work for the day. Beau Brummel pro- 
bably never went through so many changes 
of raiment as young Wilson. His tailor's 
bill was ducal. He had jewellery in his 
wardrobe that would have made a begum 
envious. The varieties of soap that vanished 
beneath his palms were not to be counted ; 
and he had really something to show for 
it. As he stands in front of his mirror this 
November evening, adjusting his blue tie, 
straightening the neck of his frock-coat, and 
pointing his moustache, he sees a reflection 
which may very well excuse a little vanity 
on his part. He sees a massive head with 
short black curls, a strong low brow, full dark 
eyes, a shapely nose, and a mouth which, if 
it is wide, is firm ; and there is a ruddiness 
in his colour which his apprenticeship among 
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oil and iron and smut has only toned down, 
not extinguished. He is not tall; but his 
breadth of chest and erect gait give him the 
air of tallness. 

He has just walked from his bath and his 
dressing - room into his sitting - room, when 
a visitor is announced. The room was a 
spacious one, such as the West End of Lum- 
side, with its substantial stone houses, fur- 
nished in plenty to those who were able to 
pay for them. Wilson, as the orphan ward 
of a rich and retired uncle who had more 
money than he was able himself to calculate, 
and who supplied his nephew's wants gener- 
ously, could aflford them very well. He had 
just emerged from his apprenticeship, and 
was now to be leader of a " gang " in Gov- 
an's Works; but the couple of guineas a- 
week which he earned hardly kept his bath- 
room in order. 

"Hillo, Abel," he called out in a cheery 
voice, looking up from his nails, which he 
was engaged in paring as the visitor stood 
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at the door waiting for an invitation. "Don't 
stand there, man. Come round to the fire. 
This is the Lumsidiest weather weVe had aQ 
winter. Gas burning all day ; fog ; sleet ; 
rain. Take off your greatcoat and sit down." 

"Thank you," said the man addressed as 
Abel, renouncing a stout woollen greatcoat 
sparkling with drops of sleet, and seating 
himself uncomfortably on the edge of a 
high-backed chair. 

"Take the other chair, Abel," continued 
Walter, indicating an easier seat among 
cushions on the further side of the large 
fireplace. " And what'll you have ? Whisky, 
or wine, or plain beer?" Abel shook his 
head and remained immovable in his un- 
comfortable position, his legs rigid, his back 
straight, his hands between his knees, and 
his eyes directed to the fireplace. 

"By the way, you're one o' the teetotal 
lot, Abel ; and devilish good it is for Govan's 
boilers too. I can tell from the outside of a 
boiler now if there's a teetotaller inside it 
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from the stroke o' the hammer. But Fm 
not up to teetotalism myself. Every man 
to his own taste, however ; and I know your 
hand never shakes in the morning." 

Abel looked up, and a smile played upon 
his shaven face, — a notable face, at which 
people generally looked twice; partly be- 
cause the jaw was so massive, the mouth so 
resolute, and the eyes seemed to see so much. 
He was older than Wilson, who had not 
completed his twenty - second year ; but 
whether he was only one, two, or ten, or 
even twenty years older, it would have been 
hard to decide from his look. When he 
spoke it was like the chiming of a bell, his 
voice was so rich and clear. 

" I tried the whisky for a year or two, Mr 
Wilson, but it didn't do. You can drink in 
moderation. I always feel my head so full 
that the whisky seems to make it brim over." 

"And you don't smoke either. Abel, 
you're a saint," said Walter, making him- 
self very much at home among his cushions, 
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and applying a light to a huge chibouk, 
which might have held an ounce of tobacco. 

**How any man can live inside a boiler 
all day and not smoke or drink at night is 
moro than I can comprehend. You're too 
good, Abel." 

** No, not much o' that," said Abel, grim- 
ly. " I called to ask if you would join the 
Union ? " 

** Join the Union ! — ^what for ? I don't 
much care about wages, you know, Abel; 
they're neither here nor there to me. Up 
or down, I'm always in pocket, and a union 
would be of no use to me." 

Abel looked round the spacious room, and 
gave a sigh as he glanced from gun-cases and 
fishing-rods in the comer, to a table laid out 
with bronze nymphs, to a cabinet stored with 
china, to a small bookcase where there were 
sumptuous, unread volumes, clad in calf and 
gold. 

"You don't seem to think about wages," 
said Abel in his silvery voice, turning to the 
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engineer ; " no more do I for my own sake ; 
Fm a single man like you, and my six-and- 
twenty shillings take me through the week 
right enough. But there's Sandy Jackson 
in our gang, — ^he has a wife and ten chil- 
dren; there's Eob Morrison has a wife and 
seven; there's Jim Macdonald has his old 
father and mother to keep, a brother in the 
hospital, and a wife and three children; 
there's Davie Smith, the oldest o' eleven, 
with the ten to keep; and they have six- 
and - twenty shillings apiece to do it on, 
and they think they could do it better on 
thirty, if they could get them." 

" Of course, so they could," said Walter, 
smoking vehemently — " no doubt about that, 
Abel ; and if Sandy or Rob or Jim or Davie 
are hard up, you know where they can come 
at a pinch. I'm always in pocket, Abel." 

"Thank ye, Mr Wilson, in their name. 
Now there's where it is. Not one man in 
the gang, or I may say not ten men in 
Govan's Works, would take money offered 
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to them in that way. It's your good-hearted- 
ness, I know; but charity, for it comes to 
that, is what they won't have." 

" More wages, I suppose," said Walter, puflf- 
ing severely, feeUng his generosity to be not 
so comfortable a virtue as he had supposed. 

" They won't have charity," pursued Abel ; 
" but they will take value for their work, if 
they can get it. Now this is how the matter 
stands. Six-and-twenty shillings don't rep- 
resent the value of the work. Every shed 
is chock-a-block, as the saying is, with new 
orders. Iron is cheap, and Govan's profits 
are enormous. Well, we think we're entitled 
to a little share of these big profits. We 
think it is high time for Govan to feed his 
bees a little better. We've stored his honey 
for him on short allowance, and if he doesn't 
increase the feed, we'll store it no longer." 

"It's not much to live on — twenty-six 
shillings," said Walter, musingly. 

" 111 bet it wouldn't much more than keep 
you and your friends in tobacco now," said 
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Abel, surveying some boxes with a Cuban 
mark on them. 

" I daresay you're right, Abel." 

" Will I put down your name, Mr Wilson ?" 
asked Abel, taking out a note-book, and as- 
suming an expectant, pleading air. " I may 
say the shops look to you, Mr Wilson. The 
men know that the five years youVe been 
among them, youVe always been on their 
side. They know that when some o' the 
young swells out o' the West End gave 
themselves airs and neglected their jobs, and 
blamed others for their mistakes, you were 
true to every man who didn't scamp his work, 
never scamping your own. And they think 
now, when there's a roaring trade in the 
works, and wages are still low, that you will 
see the justice of what they mean to do, and 
that you will lend a helping hand by giving 
your name to the trades-union." 

" What are they going to do, Abel ? " 

" Ask a rise of four shillings, and if they 
don't get it, come out on strike." 
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At that moment the door opened, and two 
ladies were shown into Walter's room. 

" I haven't a minute to stay, Mr Wilson," 
said the elder lady, a tall, stout, seal-skinned 
figure, with a sHght seal-skinned figure fol^ 
lowing behind her. 

Abel rose as they approached the fire, and 
Walter, who had advanced to greet them, 
answered the inquiring look they turned 
upon Abel by introducing Mr Durrand to 
Mrs Govan, Miss Govan to Mr Durrand. 

" I haven't a minute to stay," repeated 
Mrs Govan, seating herself on a couch near 
the fire ; " the carriage is waiting." 

"Won't you sit here, ma'am?" asked 
Abel, appealing to the slight seal-skinned 
figure, who was Nelly Govan, and he was 
rewarded for the silvery accents in which he 
invited her by a pleasant smile. 

Then a pause fell upon the company, and 
Nelly, looking comically at her mother, said, 
** Now, iriamma, you had better tell Mr Wil- 
son what it is." 
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"There's no hurry," said Walter; "wait 
till you get the chill oflF." 

""But there is a hurry," said Nelly. 
"BaiUe Govan wiU be waiting for his 
dinner, and he likes that less than any- 
thing." 

" It's only to say to you, if you are free 
next Thursday, we should be glad to see you 
at dinner. The Bailie is particularly anxious 
you should come." 

" Thank you, Mrs Govan. I will make a 
point of being free." 

" Good evening, then," said the elder lady, 
shaking hands with Walter, and moving to 
the door. 

" Good evening, Mr Durrand," said Nelly, 
holding out her hand to the unabashed me- 
chanic, and as their eyes met they smiled 
on each other. It was a case of mutual 
attraction. 

"Abel, you're a bit of a h5rpocrite," said 
Walter, aai he resumed his seat on coming 
up-stairs. "That's our employer's wife and 
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daughter, and you shook hands with them, 
though you are plotting a strike." 

" I have no quarrel with the women-folk," 
said Abel. " I have put down your name, 
Mr Wilson." 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



COUSINS. 

It is wonderful how soon people can accom- 
modate themselves to a carriage and pair, 
with a reserve of three horses. In Park 
Square a week had rubbed oflf the novelty ; 
and Mrs Govan, whom Eob Morrison's wife 
and the wives of several operatives at the 
Works remembered as Maggie Begg, who fed 
a loom on the same floor with themselves 
thirty years before, was followed by her foot- 
man from carriage to shop-door in the chief 
street of Lumside, and already she felt her- 
self settling down to it comfortably. 

Even the younger girls had given up gig- 
gling at the footman, who had been warned 
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by Macnab that if he saw anjrthing of the 
kind occurring under his administration, he 
would give him his " leave " on the spot. 

In the chief street, Mrs Govan had indeed 
been accosted on one occasion by a beldam 
in iron-grey hair and pallid countenance, who, 
plucking at her sealskin, remarked, "Eh, 
Maggie Begg ; it's no possible I You stump- 
in' up tae your cairridge, an' me wi' no' a bit 
o' bread to my bairn's mooth ! " 

Mrs Govan had turned and recognised 
an old companion of the mill, and a great 
struggle had taken place in her matronly 
breast. Her daughter Nelly was with her. 
Did she not owe it to her daughter, she said 
to herself, not to recognise this starved old 
creature who addressed her in the street? 
She was a kind-hearted woman, however, and 
she had her purse in her hand — it would be 
so easy to give the importunate wretch half- 
a-crown. But the gesture she made was that 
of disgust ; and the beldam, remembering old 
acquaintanceship, hissed into the carriage at 
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her back, " An' a licht-heedit limmer ye were 
too, for a' sae prood as ye are noo." 

The purse was accordingly put away, and 
the beldam left cursing, while Nelly asked 
her mother — 

"Did you really know that old woman, 
mother ? She addressed you by your maiden 
name/' 

" No, my dear, I never saw her before," 
said the wife of the rich man, disobeying her 
own best instincts in making the assertion. 

Mrs Govan was on her way to her dress- 
maker; she expected to be the subject of a 
lengthened consultation, as the Bailie was 
beginning to resent a tendency to adipose 
in her, which he thought the dressmaker's 
art could correct. 

" You wiU be a long time, mamma ; I will 
just go on to uncle Thomas's," said Nelly. 

" You can't do that ; your father has made 
a rule " 

" Made a what ? " 

" Made a rule that there's to be no more 
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communication between the families. He 
says that our spheres in life are now so far 
apart, that it would be unfair to your uncle 
to continue calling on him. But here we 
are 

"Stay, mamma," said Nelly, putting her 
hand on her mother's arm, a little flush on 
her cheeks. 

" When did papa say that we were to give 
up calling ? " 

" Last night, and you are to hear about it 
to-night." 

" Very well, then, I shall consider the rule 
not to be made." 

" Oh the meanness of it ! " exclaimed the 
girl as the carriage drove away. 

From the shopping centre of Lumside, to 
the quarter where Govan's Works lay, was 
a smart drive of a mile and a half. Nelly 
Govan sank back in the carriage with such a 
feeling of distress as she had not experienced 
for many a day. She was overwhelmed 
with the sense of her parent's shabbiness, 
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when the carriage stopped on the bridge over 
the Side, a high bridge commanding a long 
view down the course of the river. 

The Side was not a beautiful track of 
water ; it was wan and feculent to a degree, 
as it bore on its surface all the essential oils 
and the variegated dyes of innumerable fac- 
tories. Yet beneath the bridge there was a 
little group of sea-gulls hovering over the 
grey water, with as much grace as if it laved 
the shores of an island in the Atlantic. And 
if one forgot the mean chemistry of the 
stream, it presented to the bridge as pictur- 
esque a curve as the eye of an artist might 
desire. There was a temporary block of con- 
veyances on the bridge, and Nelly looking 
down the stream, while the carriage stood 
fast between an omnibus and a dray, felt a 
little soothed by the picture. 

There were ferry-boats steaming across the 
Side at regular spaces down the grey vista of 
the river. On either side there was a long 
expanse of masts and knotted cordage, with 
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here and there a red flag drooping from a 
ship's peak ; and where the curve of the river 
lost itself to view, there was enough of blue 
in the sky to remind her that beyond Lum- 
side there was a horizon. 

The faint odour of tar wafted from the 
valley of water and masts had even a delu- 
sive resemblance to a breeze among a forest 
of pines. Nelly felt her irritation give way 
as she looked over the heads of the crowd of 
foot-passengers who were hurrying past; it 
was as if she were committing her trouble to 
the stream, and it was being borne away on 
the cosmopolitan odour of pitch. 

Beyond the bridge there was nothing in 
Lumside to look at, till the parks were reach- 
ed on each " airt " of the city. 

The Works were not so far out, and all 
that met the eye on the route was on one 
side a blank wall of grey stone — on the other, 
a cliff of tall houses with countless shabby 
windows, at the foot of which a drab-col- 
oured multitude, for the most part rather 
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sad in the face, pale and weary, made its 
way backwards and forwards. 

In the region of the Works there were 
nothing but dikes and inaccessible gables of 
factories, and a massive throbbing of neigh- 
bouring engines. Even when the carriage 
drew up, it was at a dun-coloured gate, with 
a negro's hand on it, let into a thick wall. 

" Don't step down, miss," said the foot- 
man — who took it upon him to gently instruct 
the ladies of his household as to the proprie- 
ties — "until I ring." 

"Drive round the comer, and wait there 
till you are called for — out of sight, if you 
please," said Nelly firmly, descending into 
the ashen mud, and stepping with much 
dignity towards the negro's hand. 

" I wish you," she repeated with a slight 
tremor in her voice, " to go out of sight un- 
til you are called for; and if I do not come 
in half an hour, you may drive back to Miss 
Mackay's." 

And she saw the carriage drive^ away be- 
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fore she pulled the bell, the door opening 
as if it had a personality of its own, which 
immediately responded to ringing. Nelly 
stepped inside, and the gate closed behind 
her. 

At the door of the cottage, round which 
the ground was trodden black and hard, as if 
at no period within the scope of the geolog- 
ical record had herbage risen from it, her 
cousin was standing. 

** Jenny, dear," said the taller cousin, stoop- 
ing to kiss the other; but Jenny stepped 
within the doorway, and motioned the way 
into a little drawing - room oflf the porch, 
where a bright fire was glowing within the 
brazen hearth. It was a small room, but in 
the exquisite white of the window-curtains, 
the marble mantelpiece, and the brightness 
of the ornaments on table and brackets, there 
were evidences of refinement. 

"Jenny, you are as mean as the rest of 
them," said Nelly, when the door had been 
closed, aiyi the little woman stood apart, 
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serious and defiant, waiting for the first 
word. 

" Your father doesn't know you are here," 
said the smaller cousin, who had not even 
shaken hands. 

" You might kiss me first, Jenny, at any 
rate." 

" I don't see any use. Uncle Andrew has 
been with us for a whole hour, and he has 
convinced father that it is much better we 
should never see any more of each other. 
Oh, he's a father to have. Miss Govan ! Such 
a father!" and the girl stamped her small 
foot on the rug and winced. 

" He's a very good father to me, Jenny," 
replied the other, humbly. " And I hope you 
won't allow yourself to say anything against 
him." 

"I have more taste; besides, he is my 
uncle, and I suppose I am related to him. 
Oh dear, no ; I will say nothing against the 
BaiUe." 

" Jenny, dear, you are bitter, and I don't 
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know why. I'm sure IVe done nothing to 
oflFend you." 

"No; but what haven't I done to offend 
you ? Hearken to the Bailie," — and the niece, 
standing with a table between her and her 
cousin, opened her mouth, deepened her 
voice, and in as sepulchral a tone as she 
could command, said — 

" This is a world of ups and downs. There 
are some who are called to fortune ; there 
are others who are, in God's providence, kept 
to toil. It has pleased God to call me, Bailie 
Govan, to fortune. You, brother Thomas, 
though you are an estimable man, and de- 
serving of a little encouragement at my 
hands, have not been favoured of Heaven. 
But there is reason for congratulation. If 
you have been called to labour, you may 
still exercise yourself in that sphere by show- 
ing the virtue of gratitude and humility. 
Be grateful, Thomas; but also be humble." 
*' Jenny, he never said that," cried Nelly, 
her cheeks flushing the colour of a peach, 
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wliile the tears glistened in her brown 
eyes. 

" He did, he did. * Be humble, but make 
up your mind and try and teach my niece 
that she is not to expect the same sort of 
life as her cousins. They are ladies who are 
called to a high estate. They must mix with 
society suited to their sphere ; and it will 
be best that they should not come together, 
Thomas.' " 

Nelly sat down on a chair by the piano, 
and taking an embroidered handkerchief from 
her sealskin, wiped her eyes. 

" And I looked up, and there was father — 
my father — ^building a bridge to the moon, 
very likely, never hearing a word that was 
said to him. * Bless you. Bailie Govan ! ' said 
I for my father, courtesying to the ground— 
' bless you ! we wiU not interfere with your 
high estate. Thomas Govan, who discovered 
the patents which made Bailie Govan's for- 
tune, will not interfere with you.' And your 
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father, Miss Govan, turned round and called 
me a ' worthless baggage.' " 

Nelly was now prostrate at the piano, and 
as she leaned on the key-board, she wept bit- 
terly. There was a brief silence, broken only 
by sobs. Jenny stood looking at her cousin, 
— her face was also flushed. Presently she 
stole round beside her, put her arms round 
her waist, and exclaimed — 

"You silly Nell, to cry into my piano. 
It'll never play another tune but tears, idle 
tears. Do you suppose, dear, I care for 
your father's injunctions ? He's an old goose. 
There," and the cousins embraced each other 
with much heartiness for an indefinite period. 

" But you mustn't be so hard on him," said 
Nelly, after the crying had subsided and 
friendship was re-established. "Papa's not 
easy to understand sometimes. You know 
he has a great position among business 
people, and " 

" And we mustn't speak to each other ever 
again," said Jenny, resuming her look of 
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stenmess. "Very well, you can ride away 
in your carriage and pair. I believe you 
came in one." 

" Fm sure I won't," replied Nelly, ashamed 
of the obnoxious curricle, and much disposed 
to compromise matters. 

"Well then, and you're the dearest and 
best and most sensible cousin in the world," 
and Jenny again enfolded her with her arms. 
"And not all the laws of the Medes and 
Persians — whatever they may be — ^will keep 
us apart ; " and the girls talked through the 
livelong afternoon, and until the throbbing 
of the engines had partially ceased for the 
evening, when the manager came in and 
kissed his niece, a^ if he had never heard of 
any injunctions to the contrary. Uncle and 
niece were very like each other. 
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CHAPTER V. 



A MEETING. 

It was quite dark when Nelly Govan bade 
her cousin good-bye at the gate; and she 
would not allow her to accompany her 
through the region of the Works to the 
lighted streets which led to the bridge. 

She knew the way, she said, as weU as 
Jenny ; it was only Jenny's conceit to think 
she could not make her way alone. So she 
stepped out, her head full of instructions 
to turn to the right and to the left, and 
round this comer and into that square, be- 
fore emerging into Long Street, when it 
was all plain walking to the bridge. 

But Nelly had never at that hour been in 
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the industrial district of Lumside ; and it 
seemed to her, after she had passed through 
an endless labyrinth of lofty waQs, only Ut 
at long intervals by a high lamp, that she 
was making no progress. It was a region 
in which there were neither houses nor shops, 
and the one or two persons she met were so 
badly clad, and had such a slouching gait, 
that she began to get alarmed. She had 
paused under the yellow glimmer of a lamp 
and looked at her watch. It was already her 
father's dinner-hour, and he had grown so 
exacting since his elevation to Park Square, 
that she felt sure he would be even then 
nursing his irritation. 

• She had no sooner looked at her watch 
than she repented it, for a footstep behind 
her quickened its pace, and she knew she 
was being followed. The vista of factory 
walls seemed endless, and she was alone in 
the long narrow lane save for the footsteps 
gaining upon her each moment. Nelly was 
not timid, but she could not conceal the 
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fact that there was some one behind her. 
As she peered beneath the lamps, and heard 
neither the helpful sound of wheels nor 
anything except the quickening footsteps, 
it was like a bad dream to her. She began 
to run, and notwithstanding her heavy seal- 
skin cloak, she went nimbly over the road ; 
the footsteps behind her also ran, and there 
was then no doubt. 

She had heard much of there being a class 
in Lumside known as "the unemployed." 
It was a custom of the municipality of Lum- 
side to put besoms into the hands of such 
as fall out of the ranks of the wage-earn- 
ing workers ; many of these were desperate. 
They resented the ignoble work of street- 
cleaning at a shilling a-day, and robberies 
had been rather extensively committed by 
members of the class. As Nelly sped be- 
neath the lamps, panting, and ready to 
shriek when her voice came to her assist- 
ance, the image of one of these wolves of 
labour presented itself to her mind. But, 
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as in a bad dream, she could not cry out, 
she could only run, conscious the while that 
the pursuer was gaining on her. 

"Pit doun yer purse, an' TU leave ye," 
said a hideous voice behind her. 

It was in her outside pocket ; she flung it 
down, not slackening a step. 

" There's naething in't," repeated the voice; 
" fling doun yer watch, an' Til no' follow ye 
a fit farther." 

NeUy tore at her watch-chain, but it would 
not come off" ; the footsteps were at her back ; 
she felt the fumes of spirits overtaking her ; 
her heart sickened; what might not hap- 
pen? 

" Stop, damn ye, or it'll be the worse for 
ye 1 " cried the voice ; but Nelly held on her 
way, and by a sudden instinct, seeing a nar- 
row opening in the high wall, she turned to 
the right and rushed into it. A huge figure 
loomed past her in the dark, but she heard 
him turn as she kept on the way she entered. 
It led into a wide paved court, with houses 
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on every side. A lamp was burning above 
an " entry," and, oh joy ! a voice was sing- 
ing—a cultivated male voice, such as she 
might have heard in a concert-hall or a draw- 
ing-room ; the rich notes were matched to the 
low undertone of a violin, — 

" Is there, for honest poverty, 

That hangs his head, and a' that ? 
The coward slave, we pass him by. 

We dare be poor for a' that 1 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Our toils obscure, and a' that ; 
The rank is but the guinea-stamp, 

The man's the gowd for a' that ! " 

Then the singing stopped, for there had been 
a wild cry in the court. Windows opened 
on every side, and from one of the houses 
a figure leapt out upon the pavement. 
" What's that you're after ? " asked the man 
who had been singing, as he closed with a 
much taUer and more bulky figure than him- 
self. 

*' Thank God!" exclaimed Nelly, breath- 
less and on her knees. "Abel Durrand, let 
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me go," cried Nelly's pursuer, as lie felt him- 
self clutched by the throat, and in imminent 
peril of being laid over on his back. 

Abel answered by tripping him up; the 
thief fell, and a watch and chain dropped 
from his hand. 

" You miserable, drunken fool," said Abel, 
stooping to pick up the watch. 

" If you'U let him go this time, ma'am, it 
will be a good thing. He's not a born and 
bred thief. You see he's but a clumsy hand 
at his work. I'll answer for it, it's the first 
job o' the kind he ever tried. Let him go, 
ma'am ; he's been out o' work for weeks. Off 
with you 1 " cried Abel, with a movement of 
his foot, as if he would kick the crouching 
figure ; and the robber vanished at the mouth 
of the lane. 

Nelly was now leaning up against the wall, 
her hand at her heart. 

" Come inside," said Abel ; " I'm afraid he's 
given you a sore fright," — ^and he led the un- 
resisting girl up a short flight of steps into a 
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well-lit room, where the light was the great- 
est luxury in it. 

It was not a large room ; its furniture was 
hard and bare ; but for the crowded shelves 
of a home-made bookcase in one comer, there 
would have been something cheerless in its 
aspect. The floor had no carpet, the hearth no 
rug, the walls no pictures. A deal table in the 
centre of the room had a teapot and a cup at 
one end, a violin and a music-book at the other. 
The fire in the grate was small, but glowing. 

" I could bring Brown's wife to you in a 
minute," said Abel, holding the door in his 
hand, while he looked out on a group of men 
and women who had gathered in the passage, 
conspicuous among whom was the woman in 
question. 

NeUy was seated beside the fire, her hat in 
her hand ; her hair had fallen on her shoul- 
ders ; her breath still came and went quickly. 
A little boy of six came staggering through 
the door at Abel's legs, and made direct for 
her knee. 
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" Please not," she replied, giving her hand 
to the child, and looking up with beseeching 
eyes at Abel, who gently closed the door upon 
the rising whispers of a dozen voices. 

" I shall be better in a little ; I only need 
to be left alone." 

" Fd best take the boy away, and go out 
myself, ma'am, if you prefer that." 

" Pray don't leave me, Mr Durrand. The 
boy is welcome to stay." 

"And was its a feef?" asked the child, 
turning up a pair of dark beautiful eyes upon 
Nelly. **And did ye hit him, Abel, in the 
een ? " he continued, turning a sagacious little 
head towards the mechanic. 

" Ay, Davie, we nearly did for him." 
" What for did ye no' kiU him, Abel ? " 
" He was a great big brute, Davie." 
" Was he as big as a lum ? " 
" Ay, Davie, as big as some lums." 
" No sae big as St Pollock's, though ? " 
"No, he wasn't four hundred feet high, 
Davie." 
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" I wad hae ruppit him up," said the boy, 
frowning, and clenching his fist. 

" Ye can do that the next time, Davie." 

"But he'll never come back again, wull 
he?" and the boy looked musingly and 
slightly alarmed at Nelly, who, soothed by 
the child's prattle, said she hoped not. 

" What did he feef frae ye ? " pursued the 
little inquirer. 

Abel approached, and held out a gold chain 
and watch. 

" Was ye awful feared ? " 

" Awful," said NeUy, smiling, and stroking 
his glossy curls. 

" But ye wadna skirl ? " 

" I'm afraid I did." 

"I dinna think I heerd ye, though. Ye 
wad ken Abel was in here," he went on. 

"You're worrying the lady, Davie. It's 
unpolite to ask so many questions." 

" rU no' ask ony mair," said the boy, fetch- 
ing a small wooden stool for himself, and seat- 
ing himself at Nelly's knee. 
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"Ye're a nice bit cratur," he said, in an 
aged manner, as he again looked up in her 
face, and thrust his fist into her willing 
fingers. 

The colour had begun to come back to her 
face ; she sat tranquilly looking down at the 
child, and from him to her deliverer. 

" IVe not had presence of mind to thank 
you yet, Mr Durrand." 

" Don't mention it. I owe you a debt for 
letting the poor wretch go. Ill put the fear 
o' death on him yet, for I know the man, 
and he's escaped too easy. It was an un- 
common cowardly thing. Excess o' sudden 
temptation, I ^" 

" You will not speak of it again, Mr Dur- 
rand, to oblige me." 

" Well then, I won't," said Abel, brightly. 

" You will not speak of it to Mr Wilson ? " 

" That I won't." 

" But still I haven't thanked you." 

Abel was standing at the other side of 
the hearth; his eyes lightened, and a smile 
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played on his lips as he stole a long quiet 
glance at her. 

She was the prettiest figure of a girl, he 
thought, he had ever seen, with her glossy 
brown hair, her parted lips, and her tran- 
quil sweetness of expression, in spite of 
her recent scare. 

" Fm but a mechanic, ma'am, in your 
father's employment. What more thanks 
should I want?" 

"You are in the Works? I will get my 
father to promote you. What are you ? " 

" Fm one of the common hands. I work 
in Walter Wilson's gang for six-and-twenty 
shillings a- week — ^me and Davie's father are 
chums." 

" Wouldn't you like to be promoted ? " 

Abel smiled. * * For good boiler-making, yes ; 
but not for knocking a blundering old thief 
on the head. Besides, ma'am, Fve no time 
for promotion. Fm a secretary, and have to 
see to many things for my trades-union." 

Nelly's face fell. She had always heard of 
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trades-unions as agencies organised by dis- 
solute ruffians for the purpose of promoting 
idleness. 

" I am sorry for that," she said, candidly ; 
" but there may be good unionists." 

" They are like the masters, ma'am," said 
Abel, sadly — " some good, some bad." 

" It takes a heep o' folks tae mak a warld," 
reflected Davie, echoing some older voice, as 
if he had been following their conversation 
step by step. 

"But you will understand, Mr Durrand, 
how grateful I feel to you. I will never for- 
get it as long as I live." 

" Well, ma'am, it will always be a proud 
thought to me that I could do the niece of 
Thomas Govan a good turn." 

Not for her father's sake, thought NeUy 
bitterly, but for her uncle's was this man 
glad he had helped her. 

" Ye'll no' be goin' to mairry Abel ? " 
asked Davie, confidentially squeezing NeUy's 
hand; and the girl stooped to conceal the 



64 KING CAPITAL. 

wave of crimson which overset her face and 
neck. 

Abel looked down and said, " You are im- 
pudent, Davie." 

"I feel well enough to drive home now, 
Mr Durrand. Good-bye, Davie dear." 

And Abel and Nelly set forth in the dark- 
ness from St Mungo's Court. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

GOODNESS AND GREATNESS. 

Bailie GtOVAN had dined at his club; so it 
turned out that Nelly's absence from table 
was not commented on by her father. He 
did not return to Park Square until his 
womankind had gone to their several rooms 
for the night. 

"When he came in at eleven o'clock, he was 
accompanied by a man of slender build, pale 
face, and lengthened black hair. 

"This way, Hadwen," said the little gen- 
tleman, opening the door of his library. 

" Where's Macnab ? " he asked irritably, as 
his footman turned up the lights and proceed- 
ed to make the fire blaze. 

VOL. I. E 
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" He's retired for the night, Bailie." 

" The incomprehensible blockhead ! what 
did he do that for ? Tell him that his mas- 
ter desires to see him in the library." 

" He's gone to bed, sir." 

"No matter. Tell him that his master 
desires to see him. Take a seat, Hadwen." 

Hadwen took a chair, and visibly overcome 
by the splendour of the apartment, the but- 
tons of the footman, and the invincible man- 
ner of the Bailie, he looked rather timidly 
round among the books. 

The books had been ordered by the gross 
to suit the spaces between the shelves. But 
with a fine insight, the Bailie had told his 
bookseller not to send them all new, as if he 
had only begun to read since he had arrived 
in Park Square. 

It was probably for that reason that Had- 
wen saw a complete edition of the Eoman 
poets in one case, the heavy tomes of Chry- 
sostom and St Augustine in another, while 
the philosophy of Schelling, in twenty-five 
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volumes, ran parallel in another, with a com- 
plete history of France by one Sismondi. 

" It's a small collection, Hadwen, but it has 
been a labour of love. They are the gather- 
ing of years. All favourites ; " and he took 
down a treatise upon Brahminism. ** Here's 
a book, now. I bought this when I was on 
a deputation to the lobby of the House of 
Commons, to interview Lord Dalhousie. He 
was always very civil to me, was his lordship. 
Well, I picked this up, a great bargain, at 
the dispersal of the old Duke of Hampton's 
collection. Brahminism — it's a sad thing 
that Brahminism. There's too much of it in 
this world. We could do with less. Very 
well, Macnab," he pursued, lapng down the 
volume, and addressing the butler, who pre- 
sented a sleepy visage at the door. " You 
will bring a box of these Cubans, and — wine, 
brandy, or whisky, Mr Hadwen ? " 

" Brandy, if you please. Bailie," said Had- 
wen; and five minutes later the pair were 
seated on opposite sides of the fireplace^ gaz- 
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ing on each other through a cloud of smoke, 
while the Bailie discoursed. 

And at this point it may be remarked that 
the Bailie never talked, he always discoursed ; 
and there were judicious people who disap- 
peared either at church or 'Change whenever 
they saw him approach, having a correct 
presentiment that if his forefinger once 
touched their buttons, there would be no 
end to the wagging of his wise head. 

It was diflferent, however, with Mr Hadwen, 
who was only too glad to have the Bailie's 
society. Mr Hadwen was an unfortunate 
man, who was haunted by the idea that he 
was a poet. His profession was that of a 
railway clerk; but the honest hours which 
he devoted to calculating rates, and to audit- 
ing accounts, were hours of misery to him. 
The milestones of his life were the rare 
weeks in which some county paper had pub- 
lished his satirical ode " To a Daddy Long- 
Legs," his romantic ballad "To Ane Rid- 
Heeded Wyfe," his fragment of a drama, and 
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his bits of descriptive prose. He had them 
all by heart, as was natural, because he re- 
peated them to every one who would listen. 
He was an author, besides, on his own ac- 
count ; he had contributed a guide-book to a 
Canal Company, who had entertained vision- 
ary hopes of a coal-route developing into a 
romantic highway for passengers, because 
there were mounds and castles with a flavour 
about them of the Romans and the Scots of 
the patriotic era. 

And Hadwen had a wide reputation in 
Lumside for works of another kind. 

It was customary for the ironmasters, 
shipbuilders, and spinners of Lumside to 
cross the Atlantic and see America, or to 
go to the Continent and hear the languages 
talked, or even to take a tour of the an- 
tipodes. 

On their return they liked to publish a 
sumptuous volume for private circulation. 
Hadwen generally had the literary arrange- 
ment of the tour, and from the similarity in 
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three of these volumes of the apostrophes to 
Niagara, Yosemite, the New Zealand vol- 
canoes, the Emu, Barnum's, the dome of St 
Peter's, and the Tuileries, a malevolent criti- 
cism set them each down to the invention 
of Hadwen. His presence in the library of 
Bailie Grovan was due to the reputation which 
had gathered round his name from these 
literary ventures. 

" I take it, then, that you are not satisfied 
with your present position as a mere clerk on 
the railway, Mr Hadwen." 

"I am not," replied the poet, passing a 
hand, which was not over-cleanly, through 
the dishevelled hair on his brow. " I am 
not, sir. With the genius that I possess, 
I feel myself thrown away in dealing with 
accounts. Give me opportunity for the fine 
frenzy, and my soul would roll through 
space." 

" Ay, well, that's a long journey, and little 
to be got for't. But hearken to me, Hadwen, 
and maybe your fortune's made." Hadwen 
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lowered his cigar, drank a little, and looked 
at the Bailie with an earnestness which left 
no cause to doubt of its intensity. 

"Well, to be perfectly candid with you, 
it's my own opinion that I am no common 
person." 

Hkdwen assented, and the Bailie laid 
aside his cigar, pushed away his glass, and 
stood up between Hadwen and the fire, the 
eyes of Hadwen foUowing him admiringly. 

" I may say more, and still be within the 
truth. I believe, Hadwen, that I am a great 
man — a great man, sir, and one concerning 
whom the world has not heard the last word." 
And the Bailie pounded his left palm with 
his right fist, as if he were a member of 
the pharmaceutical society mixing an acute 
dose of bottled nastiness. 

" I've long thought so, sir," said Hadwen, 
obsequiously. 

" And wherein does that greatness consist ? 
I find it in the external proofs of my own 
career; I find it in the internal feelings of 



72 KING CAPITAL. 

my own mincL Look at my career since 
Imrcfooted I walked from the slums of the 
EaHt End to school, and carried my brother 
Thomas on my back over the stones of the 
river, where steamboats are now loading, 
fiook at it — schoolboy, and that not for long 
— flliop-boy, sweeping out the dust on the 
Htrocts — clerk, confidential clerk, confidential 
vXovk with a bonus, with a share in the 
JUack Baud Ironworks, with boiler- works of 
my own. Small at first, and then greater; 
liolping on Thomas, and giving him a posi- 
tion in my works; taking out my own 
l^vtoiit^, though I wj^s not bred to engineer- 
ing; fuuUly, a woidthy man." 

'' lt*sii a wonderful career," said Hadwen, 
fervidlv. 

'' Iah^ nt the j^tepgi of my earner on the 
tmWie ;^de. I attend meetings in the town- 
bdiU itttit>n>§^t^\l ;^ I ;UQ in politicsw I am 
^wbeil tn> tRike tke ehair. I take the chair 
*t « iMe^iii^ v>ir tke waivL I ;ft>pw^ to iiep- 
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znake myself popular. The ward elects me 
l>y a thundering majority. 1 sit in the 
council and I speak. My words are listened 
to with respect. I am asked to become a 
judge, I am called to the bench, and on 
the bench I dispense justice to all and 
sundry; and that with no adventitious aids, 
sir, but by the strength of this right arm," 
— here the Bailie held out an apoplectic little 
organ, — "and the force of this understand- 
ing," — here he tapped his forehead excitedly. 
" It's wonderful," said Hadwen, whose hu- 
mility grew with the recital. 

" Yes, it's wonderful. But I am more than 
great, sir. I have every reason to believe 
that I have found favour in the eye of 
Heaven, and that I am esteemed good, judged 
by the canons applicable to the saints and 
the martyrs. Ask my minister. Is it a 
question of theology you want to decide ? — 
I know the text and passage of Scripture 
that will settle it. I am a good husband, 
and as a father I put it to any man to ask 
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my girls if I am not unrivalled. You see 
there is a double greatness in me — a, great- 
ness of the head and of the heart, a practical 
greatness and a moral greatness. And I 
believe it to be unique. Help yourself to 
some more brandy." 

Hadwen helped himself, and said that he 
had read a good deal of biography, but that, 
for unadulterated greatness, he had come 
across nothing to match the Bailie's. 

"You are perfectly certain about that?" 
asked the Bailie, eyeing the poet. 

" Bailie Govan, believe me, I have a poem 
in my desk on the ' power of littles ' that was 
inspired by no other circumstance than your 



own career." 



" On the ' power of littles,' man ! what d'ye 
mean?" asked the Bailie gruffly, drawing 
himself to his full height of five feet four, 
and suspecting that the poet might be cap- 
able of a thrust at his size. 

" SmaQ beginnings, BaiHe, and the using 
of means to ends, until greatness came." 
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" Well, that's appropriate — ^that might find 
a place in a first issue; but I anticipate, I 
anticipate. Now I may say, Hadwen, that, 
like all great men, I am not a little ambitious. 
I have not yet attained to the full measure 
of my deserts." 

" You have done wonders," murmured the 
poet. 

"Don't interrupt me. There are three 
things that I have set before myself to ac- 
complish — one is, that I shall wear the robes 
of provostship for this my native place. 
Another is, that when I retire from ofl&ce, 
I shall be called up to Windsor, and per- 
sonally presented with a knighthood at least, 
and a baronetcy, if possible, from her Ma- 
jesty's own hand. And a third is, that the 
people of Lumside shall erect to my memory, 
when I die, a statue in the great square of 
St George's " 

"It's no more than your deserts. Bailie," 
said Hadwen, awed by the spectacle of so 
much successful ambition. 
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" You feel that from the bottom of your 
heart, Hadwen ? " 

" I do." 

"Then, will you call at Gordon & Mud- 
dock's to-morrow forenoon — ^my lawyers, you 
understand — and you'll hear of something to 
your advantage, as the advertisements say." 

Hadwen felt that his future was made, and 
rising, extended his hand to his patron, his 
eyes watering with mingled brandy and 
gratitude. 

"To prepare you for what you will hear 
in confidence from Gordon & Muddock, I 
may say, Hadwen, that it is the intention 
of certain parties to establish an evening 
newspaper for Lumside upon new principles. 
The daily papers of Lumside are conducted 
on totally false principles. They make 
much of what goes on beyond the Border, 
and they neglect greatness at their own door. 
They report Westminster, and they magnify 
its speeches ; but the philanthropy and 
grandeur of the sons of Lumside they over- 
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-'ook, or even jeer at. * A nod's as good's a 
'^rink to a blind horse/ verhum sap. Mr 
Iladwen, you will call at my lawyers to- 
^tjQorrow. No thanks, man, no thanks. You're 
^ deserving fellow, and Fm going to give 
your genius scope. But you'll have to 

Work to do justice to my philanthropy and 

Buccess." 

" You are a good and a great man, Mr 

Gk)van." 
" Bailie, if you please, Hadwen ; " and the 

poet departing, wrung the boiler - maker's 

hand under his Grecian portico. 
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CHAPTEK VIL 




THE GIRLS. 

The big drawing-room was lit up in Park 
Square, and Maggie, Jane, and Lizzie Grovan 
were standing round the fire arguing. Mag- 
gie had only emerged from short frocks, her 
mother having kept her in a state of infancy 
as long as the increasing shapeliness of her 
limbs would permit. She was a bright-look- 
ing creature of seventeen, not so tall as Jane, 
w^ho, considering the father who owned her, 
had shot up to an extraordinary height of 
slimness. Jane would have been attractive 
enough too, had she not contracted a habit of 
listening with her mouth open, so that the 
spectator saw over a ridge of white teeth into 
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a red chasm of throat every time he interested 
her by his conversation. 

Lizzie wafi a plain girl, who had neither 
opinion nor volition of her own, but who 
dressed as a twin to Maggie, than whom she 
Was a year older, and who followed either 
Jane's or Maggie's lead in whatever they did. 
They had been excluded from the dining- 
room to-night because Walter Wilson was 
dining with their father — only Nelly and their 
mother being allowed to sit among the silver 
and the landscapes. Having eaten by them- 
selves, they had got through their meal 
while the seniors were still at their third 
course. 

"It's too much of a good thing," said 
Maggie, throwing out her train behind her, 
and sailing down among the pillars like a 
pea-hen, tossing her auburn head, and return- 
ing with her nose in the air and her white 
throat exposed. 

" I'm old enough to be married, and to be 
shut out from dinner ! And Walter Wilson 
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likes me just as much as Nelly. I don't care, 
he'll maybe marry me yet." 

"IVe eaten too much of that tipsy-pud- 
ding," said Jane, placing her hand on the 
seat of her discomfort, and giving a look of 
pained satiety. 

"So have I," echoed Lizzie, with her hands 
behind her back, waiting for her sisters to 
give the initiative. 

" You are too atrocious," said Maggie, set- 
ting out again in the manner of a pea-hen, 
but returning at a hop, step, and leap, to im- 
part a new idea. " Til tell you what : let's 
ring the bell for Collins." 

" You'd better not, Maggie. Mamma said 
he was never to wait on us when papa — I 
beg his pardon, the Bailie — is at home." 

" Oh, I think I see him now. He's a 
beautiful footman. And just now what will 
he be doing ? Papa will be asking for wine, 
and saying, ' Not sir, Collins, but Bailie.' I 
never knew such a starched old father as he's 
become. And Collins will pour out the wine 
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with a grave face. I'm sorry for him, because 
he daren't laugh, for there's that old Macnab 
always glowering at him. Do you know, I 
think Collins must be a gentleman. I'm 
sure he looks it; and M. le Kefugi^, when 
he came up-stairs to the French lesson one 
day, stood looking at him for a long time. 
Oh, Jane, perhaps he's like somebody out of 
a book — ^not what he seems. M. le Kefugi^ 
speaks to him as if he were one of the family." 
And Maggie pushed her sister Jane over a 
footstool to relieve her feelings, and Lizzie 
moved out of the way, apprehending danger. 

" Maggie, you're a fool," said the sister who 
had been assaulted, her listening attitude 
being exchanged for a demeanour in which 
frowning was the chief feature. And it took 
a little time to bring Jane back to composure, 
for she had rent a mysterious garment in her 
transit over the footstool. 

Maggie's joviality was infectious, however, 
and she was restored to good-humour by the 
proposition, " I'll ring the bell for Collins, 

VOL- I. F 
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and then we'll hide behind the pillars. If 
he's only a footman, he'll swear; if he's a 
gentleman — what'll he do if he's a gentle- 
man? We'll ring and see." 

The bell was rung accordingly, and, one 
behind each pillar, the girls kept themselves 
out of sight. 

The footman, who was a shapely mortal, 
advanced from the door, seeing Maggie's 
hand protruding coquettishly from a pillar. 

" Somebody rung," said Collins, looking 
away from the hand. " Somebody certainly 
rung. The fire, I suppose ;" and as he retired, 
a titter in three parts followed him from the 
room. 

They were still standing against the pillars 
waiting the footman's return, when Bailie 
Govan entered, followed by his wife and 
Nelly and Walter. 

" You may send for the young ladies, Mrs 
Govan," said the magistrate, in a consequen- 
tial tone. 

" Helen, you may show Mr Wilson my por- 
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trait and some of that old china. The por- 
trait, I apprehend, he wiU admire. I signed 
a cheque for a thousand pounds for that 
portrait;" and NeUy, looking radiant in her 
close-fitting black satin, conducted Walter to 
the niche where the owner of the mansion 
was enshrined. They passed the pillar where 
Maggie was ^aingMtb her hand clenched 
^Z wanung "Ih- escaping fro. he. 
lips. 

"What d'ye think of me there ? " called out 
the Bailie, settling down on a lounge, and 
unfolding a silk handkerchief, under which 
he proposed to slumber for a brief period. 

The slumber would be all the more appro- 
priate, he considered, because it was desir- 
able that this young engineer with great ex- 
pectations should be on close terms of friend- 
ship with his eldest daughter. 

It had been a long-standing grievance 
against his wife that she had never borne him 
a son. 

"Of what use to me are Margaret and 
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Elizabeth ? " he had often asked in a plain- 
tive frame of mind. And his wife had never 
been able to explain to him satisfactorily why, 
in the course of things, a Margaret and an 
Elizabeth, rather than an Alexander and a 
Henry, had been thrust upon his domestic 
circle. A son would have been so useful in 
every way, while " a wheen girls " were very 
trying to the patience. 

He thought all that out, as he covered his 
face with his handkerchief and folded his 
hands, little suspecting that the dignity of 
his chamber was being infringed behind three 
pillars, by the unfortunate young persons 
who had successively balked him of a son. 

Nelly was a great contrast to her sisters. 
She had enough of resemblance to Maggie 
to show that the same blood flowed in their 
veins ; but to her other sisters there was no 
outward sign of kinship. 

Her mother, who did not like sleeping in 
public, had retired in abject terror, on dis- 
covering the girls behind the pillars, leaving 
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them to get out of trouble as best they could, 
and betaking herself to another room, till her 
own period of oblivion was over. 

" Thank goodness, he's asleep ! " whispered 
Maggie, holding her exhausted sides, and 
coming out to join Nelly, when she began to 
hear her father give unmistakable symptoms 
of slumber from beneath his silk handker- 
chief. 

She was followed sheepishly by Jane and 
Lizzie, who sat down and turned over albums 
with a penitent air. 

All the fault of the little misdemeanour 
was Maggie's ; she was the only one, as she 
edged her chair near Walter, who looked 
absolutely free of guilt. 

Nelly and Walter had been talking in a 
whisper, out of respect to the slumbering 
hero at the other end of the room. 

Maggie could bear the restraint no longer ; 
moreover, there was a comfortable appearance 
about the whispering which irritated her; 
when Walter hardly even turned round to 
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meet her coquettish glances, she purposely 
tumbled a work-box. 

" God bless me ! " cried the Bailie, coming 
out of a dream, in which he thought he was 
a statue on horseback standing in the midst 
of St George's Square, with a crowd round 
about him, exclaiming " He was a good and 
a great man ; " but seeing the junior mem- 
bers of the family, the noise at once ex- 
plained itself. 

"Missie, you're a bother," he grumbled, 
checked in his irritability by the sight of his 
prospective son-in-law picking up a work- 
box, and following thimble and pin-cushion 
into the dark comers where they had rolled. 

But " missie " thought it was a good op- 
portunity for getting beside Walter, so she 
went down on her knees, and in a highly 
canine fashion followed him behind a pillar 
where he was searching for a reel. 

If there was anything which Bailie Govan 
disKked to see, it was a revelation, on how- 
ever small a scale, of what he called " hu- 
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man nature." He detected at a glance what 
he believed to be "hiunan nature" in this 
youngest daughter of his, courting the atten- 
tion of the young engineer. It was highly 
displeasing to him; he therefore folded up 
his handkerchief, and in a solemn voice said, 
" Margaret, Jane, and Elizabeth, follow me," 
and at the third invitation they foUowed him. 
Margaret making various manifestations of 
disrespect behind her parent's back. 

Nelly and Walter were then alone. 

It is perhaps impossible for two young, 
well-looking people to be together in the 
same room, without a pleasant consciousness 
on her part that his limbs are round and 
his figure straight, his hands strong and kind, 
his eye engaging ; on his part, that the foot 
which peeps out from beneath the lower folds 
of the gleaming satin is small, the waist 
shapely, the bosom sympathetic, and the face 
bright with interest. 

Both the young people in the Bailie's draw- 
ing-room had their share of good looks ; yet 
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in the silence which overtook them, after the 
unruly members of the household had been 
marchcid oflf, there was mutual alienation 
rather than attraction. 

Nelly saw Walter, and thought of Abel 
Durrand ; Walter saw Nelly, and thought of 
her cousin at the works. 

*' Have you nice men to work with?" 
asked Nelly after a pause, in which it seemed 
arrangcid that no one was to intrude on them. 

** Tve as good a gang as any one could 
want," said the engineer, caressing the shiny 
dresH-boot of his right foot. My lot turn 
out more work and better work than any." 

** You won't know any of your men per- 
sonally — after hours, or anything of that 
sort ? " 

" Oh yc^-H, I do. I don't cast my acquaint- 
anc(»Hhip with my canvas jacket, like some 
of tlujm. I j)asHed you and Mrs Govan with 
half of my gang the other day, and you 
look(Hl right down among us, but you didn't 
know me. It's hard to pick a man out with 
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a tin pail in his hand, a cutty in his mouth, 
and a suit of clothes smeared with lamp- 
black, and coloured with iron-filings." 

" I'm sure I should have known you, Mr 
Wilson, if I had seen you." 

" You didn't, though ; but I know a friend 
of yours who would. Your cousin Jenny 
would have known every man there — ay, if 
you'd dipped him in a cask of paraffin, and 
rolled him in filings afterwards. Jenny's a 
rare one for knowing faces again." 

That was not quite the turn Nelly desired 
to give the conversation. 

" And does Jenny know all your gang ? " 

" Why, yes, most of them. There's Abel 
Durrand, I often send him over to the house 
to consult with your uncle about things, — 
she knows Abel and Davie Brown, and some 
others of them. But, by the way, you know 
Abel yourself." 

Nelly made a little tremulous gesture with 
her left foot, and a pale spot showed on her 
brow. 
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Had Abel been boasting of his achievement, 
then? 

" He was in my room when your mother 
and you called ; but mind you, though he's 
only a common workman, there was no harm 
in your being introduced to him," said Wal- 
ter rapidly, thinking he detected signs of re- 
sentment in Nelly's demeanour. 

" I know a good many rich feUows in the 
shops — fellows who would look at you if you 
said they were no gentlemen ; but Abel's the 
only gentleman among them for aU that." 

" I'm sure Tm delighted you should have 
introduced me to him. I remember his voice 
quite well. He has a nice voice." 

"You would say so if you heard him 
address a meeting. Abel's the lad who 
knows how to use his tongue. He opens his 
mouth and speaks, just as I might speak to 
you now, and he fills a hall that'll hold its 
thousands. Abel has a voice like the note 
of a cathedral organ. I don't like your speak- 
ing fellows, as a rule — indeed I may say I 
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liate them; they're good for nothing else. 
£ut Abel's as good with his hands as with his 
tx)iigue. You can put him to no job that he 
doesn't understand. And for the love of it, 
lie'll do any amount. If his chums have a 
lault to find with Abel, it is that he's too 
keen on his work. I like Abel, and I can 
"tell you, he has a clean hand to shake." 

Nelly's face was a sufficient reward to 
Walter for his disinterested praise of his 
friend. "You make me wish to know him 
better," she said, her eyes filling with tears 
as she passed him to the piano. And, amidst 
the luxurious trappings of the great drawing- 
room, she sang in a rich contralto voice 
some verses which had recently laid hold of 
her memory — 

** Is there, for honest poverty, 

That hangs his head, and a' that ? " 

" I abhor that song," said Bailie Govan, 
coming in at the last verse. " A little of 
Mendlesinn, if you please." 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



ABEL AT HOME. 

Abel Durrand had never spoken to " a lady " 
in his life until the evening when Nelly 
Govan, pursued by a pickpocket, had rushed 
into St Mungo's Court. He had spoken but 
little to women of any kind, never having 
been thrown much in their way. 

Since he had commenced his apprentice- 
ship to engineering, Abel had Kved alone ; 
his father, who had been a shipwright, having 
died ten years before, and his mother when 
he was quite a Kttle boy. Abel was now in 
his twenty -sixth year, though there were 
moments when the wrinkles in his high brow 
gave him the look of being any age below 
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fifty. From his large ox -like eyes there 
sometimes seemed to look out an experience 
^vhich only half a century among men could 
give him. But there was an unembittered 
cheeriness of expression about the corners of 
liis mouth, which was the privilege of his 
youth and his work. 

Abel had early become his own house- 
keeper, and it had at no time occurred to 
him, even when his friends at the Works 
were marrying pale wenches from the looms, 
and adding to the population of Lumside, 
that he should go and do likewise. Per- 
haps it was that his time and mind were so 
fully occupied otherwise ; for Abel had always 
had his hands full, even when the work of 
the day was over. 

Years ago he had haunted the debating- 
room of a mechanics' institute, and the in- 
tellectual pleasure of measuring arguments 
with other men had always tempted him 
more than the delights of the billiard-room 
or the singing of the "free-and-easy." In 
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Abel's room at St Mungo's Court there were 
signs of the inteUectual life that fascinated 
him. His bookcase — four wooden shelves 
slung upon stringB-contained a fair coUec- 
tion of his own gathering ; his own, with the 
exception of an old Bible in the French 
tongue, published at Geneva, which he prized 
more than all the rest put together. 

It was a dingy old volume ; but its yellow 
pages contained a record which made Abel 
often read the contents with enthusiasm and 
aflfection. Abel's father, and father's fathers' 
names were enrolled on the first pages : — 

"Jaques Durrand, born in Dauphiny 1643; 
died at Cophet 1691. Guillaume Durrand, bom 
at Cophet 1674; died at Spitalfields 1732 — 
throwster. Abel Durrand, born at Spitalfields 
1715; died at Belfast 1793 — linen - weaver. 
James Durrand, born at Belfast 1750; died at 
Lumside 1803 — shipwright. James Durrand, 
born at Lumside, 1782; died at Liunside 1851 
—shipwright." 

These were the entries on its pages. Abel 
had not yet added his own ; but he liked to 
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read down the page, and to follow in ima- 
gination the wanderings of his forefathers. 
From France to Switzerland, from Switzer- 
land to London, from London to Belfast, 
firom Belfast to Lumside : it was a long 
course of journeying which had taken Jaques 
from Dauphiny in the bitter end of the 
seventeenth century, and deposited him, 
Abel, in St Mungo's Court in the heart of 
"the nineteenth. As a boy it had often oc- 
cupied his mind; but his father had little 
to tell him, being of an uninquiring turn of 
mind, and not gifted with much knowledge 
of the French tongue, which he supposed 
would have unlocked the mystery. 

All Abel's father knew was that his own 
father had owned the book and used to read 
in it, and that he had got it from his father 
before him. There was nothing to tell about 
the names inscribed in funereal order, except 
the brief description after each. But Abel's 
imagination supplied all deficiencies, and his 
reading afterwards corrected his imagination. 
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He foUowed the joumeyings of the first 
Durrand on a map of France; and M. le 
Eefugi^, the French master at the Institute, 
had lent him histories which showed him why 
it was that he probably left Dauphiny, in 
company with many other fugitives, at a 
time when the King of France determined 
there should be no more Protestants within 
his realms. After seeing Abel's Bible, M. le 
Eefugi^ had taken a great interest in him; 
and it was no uncommon occurrence for 
that philosophical little Parisian to cross the 
bridge over the Side, and find his way to 
the industrial quarter of Lumside to the 
foggy court where Abel lived. 

Abel was sitting at his table one evening, 
little Davie Brown standing on a chair beside 
him. Davie was holding a primer in his 
hand, which he did not seem to relish at 
all. He had three or four times laid it 
down and attempted to wander into irrele- 
vances about a black cat, which had four 
other cats smaller than itself in a basket 
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up-stairs. Would he go up-stairs and bring 
down the littlest? 

" A — cow — ^in — a — ^park," said Abel, ignor- 
ing the incident. 

"It's the littlest cattie you ever saw, 
Abel." 

" W-o-c— cow ? " said Abel. 

" Its wee headie's no bigger " 

" K-r-a-p — ^park ? " said Abel. 

«K-r-a-p!" replied Davie, indignantly, 
brought back to a sense of scholarship. " It's 
p-a-r-k." 

"An ox at a staU," read Abel; and the 
young scholar went on for half a page, his 
small forefinger tracing the words as he read, 
while Abel corrected him at the proper places. 
Then Davie heaved a mighty sigh, and said — 

" Abel, I dinna like this at a'." 

But the boy was open to reason, and when 
he was told that he would never be a man 
if he didn't learn to read, he made a new 
effort and finished a page. 

He was no sooner done than he turned on 
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Abel and asked, " Will the bonnie leddy be 
back soon, Abel ? " 

Abel was addressing letters at the moment ; 
the question seemed, however, to touch a 
chord that vibrated. 

" She'll never be back here again, Davie. 
It was an angel's visit, my boy." 

" And do angels only come ance ? " 

" Only once, Davie." 

" And did she flee awa' tae heeven that 
nicht ? " 

" She took a cab to Park Square, Davie." 

" Is that near heeven ? " 

*' Some folks think it's the very place." 

" Whaur is't ? " 

" Beyond the river, Davie — up the hill — 
great big house wi' pillars, man ; but I think 
they don't know their geography who call it 
heaven, Davie." 

" But daddie says heeven's higher than the 
lums, richt up oot o' the smoke an' dubs for — 
ever." 

*' She didna go there, Davie." 
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" She was a nice bit cratur," replied Davie, 
reflectively ; and Abel sighed and said — 

" You're a real good judge, Davie." 

At that moment a shaggy head thrust it- 
self inside the door, and Davie's father said — 

" It's time ye were oot o' that." 

" Come in, big Davie," cried Abel. " The 
scholar's done, but he's not sleepy yet. Sit 
down, man, and light your pipe." 

" I'll get fits if that boy's no' sent to his 
bed. Awa' ye go, Davie ; " and the little 
fellow, stepping down, put his arms round 
Abel's neck for a second, escaped past his 
father, and disappeared into the darkness. 

Abel's red-haired friend with the high cheek- 
bones was sitting nursing his knees, pulling 
at his pipe, and admiring the celerity with 
which his son's tutor addressed his pile of cor- 
respondence, when a great stamping of feet 
and puffing became audible in the doorway. 

" Whatna grampus is that ? " asked big 
Davie ; and the answer came immediately in 
a sharp rapping at the door, followed by a 
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smaU dark man, muffled to the eyes in a 
woollen comforter. When he removed it, he 
discovered a coat lined with fur, and fur cuffs 
and collar, and legs well buskined with leather. 

" It is shameful ! " he exclaimed, approach- 
ing the fireplace and driving at the grate 
with the poker, talking in a strong foreign 
accent. ** It is gross — ^it is absurd ! I have 
come miles, and I am to be met with such a 
fire as that ! " 

" M. le Eefugi^," said Abel, standing head 
and shoulders over his visitor, who was a 
Frenchman on the smallest scale of his race, 
" I wish I'd known you were coining, and 
you should have had a right good blaze." 

" Dauphinois," replied the visitor, holding 
a pair of mittens over the blaze he had made, 
and showing a twinkle in his restless black 
eyes — "Dauphinois, son of the Huguenots, 
when I come to court — to St Mungo's Court 
— I expect to see a fire fit for courtly com- 
pany. But now I am warm. And who have 
we here ? " 
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" A chum." 

"How do you do, chum?" And M. le 
Refugio shook big Davie's hand very cor- 
dially. ■ " It is a black hand — a horny hand, 
— ^but I like it," he continued, looking into 
the extended palm of the boiler- worker with 
the eye of a fortune-teller. *' And there is 
not the superstition of soap upon it which 
reminds me of another land; and there are 
no rings on the fingers ; and it has knuckles 
that could strike. Chum, I am glad to make 
your acquaintance." 

Big Davie was slow of comprehension, 
however ; he only wiped his mouth and 
looked to Abel for an explanation. 

"Davie's soap has to rub down nine of 
them up-stairs, M. le Refugio." 

" Nine what ? Nine infants ! — of his own 
production ? Shocking ! My friend, you 
have less moral responsibility than I did 
suppose. You had no right to bring nine 
infants into the court of St Mungo's to be 
poisoned with the fumes of gas, and coal, and 
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oil. It is shocking! You should not have 
done it." 

"A body canna very weel help it," said 
Davie, looking askance at the small man. 
"Hae ye no' ony bairns o' yer ain?" 

" My friend," replied M. le Eefugi^, with 
an air of intense solemnity, " my experience 
of the world has not been of such a nature 
as to encourage me to bring children into 
it." 

" The warld wad get on finely at that 
rate," said Davie, appealing to Abel, who 
only smiled, — and feeling, perhaps, for the 
first time in his life, that he was a less 
noble animal in the light of his nine infants 
than he had supposed himself. 

" But are they very young ? They cannot 
have come nine at a time ! — and I think I 
have something in my pocket for a good 
boy ; " and M. le Eefugi^ reached his little 
arm into his overcoat and brought out a 
packet of sweets. " But among nine what 
can it do ? " He, however, handed Davie 
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the sweets, and that good workman and 
redundant father retired smiling. 

" Ah, you are already beginning the fight, 
I observe," and M. le Eefugi^ nodded towards 
the letters. " It is to be a fight. I hope you 
will make a long pull, a strong pull, and a 
puU altogether." 

" You know of the strike, then ? " 

" I know, and I would speak to you still 
further on the matter. I am in a position to 
advise. I am an old man of experience; I 
am a Dauphinois ; I have drunk from the 
same well of water as your fathers slaked 
their thirst at. You will hear me, Abel 
Durrand ? " 

" You know I will, M. le Eefugi^." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

M. LE REFUGIO'S ADVICE. 

Abel asked M. le Refugid to allow him to 
post his letters in a pillar-box before he sat 
down to hear his advice. 

The letters were addressed to refractory 
members of the union to which he acted as 
secretary, — ^refractory in the sense that they 
had not paid their half-yearly subscription, 
and were in danger of dropping out of the 
movement altogether. He would be back, 
he said, in a few minutes. Would M. le 
Refugio only make himself as comfortable as 
circumstances would permit? 

When he returned from the pillar, the 
streets and the court were powdered with 
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snow, made crisp by the setting-in of a sharp 
frost. He remembered that his coal-bunker 
was all but empty, and that his friend would 
be in danger of having a low fire in the 
course of an hour or two, so he determined 
to levy a contribution on Mrs Brown's bunker 
up-stairs. 

He was on his way thither when he heard 
voices in his own room, and opening the 
door, he saw Mrs Brown in person, an infant 
in her arms, and a little girl holding on to 
the right side of her dress. 

She had heard of the "wee Frenchman" 
from big Davie, and the packet of toffy 
which had found its way up-stairs seemed 
so handsome a gift, that she had made up her 
mind to thank the donor in person. 

M. le Refugio was sitting on the further 
side of the fireplace, a cigarette in his lips, 
and his arms folded. He was listening to Mrs 
Brown when Abel entered. " Huguenot," he 
called out, " I should have been dead with 
cold had not this good woman come to my 
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assistance. You now behold a fire which she 
has restored. I no longer repent crossing 
the Side to visit you. I had made up my 
mind to perish before you returned, until she 
brought herself and her children into the 
room to see me. But, madame," he con- 
tinued, " your husband — your man — did 
to me boast. You are yet young, and he 
has said you have nine children. It is im- 
possible ! " 

Mrs Brown was not much more than 
thirty ; she was a worn-looking woman, with 
black eyes, and cheeks which had an unac- 
countable patch of red in them. 

** It's true enough, sir ; we had twins twice, 
and the other five came after each other as 
fast as their legs could carry them." 

"But you are proud — ^you are glad — ^you 
are pleased with the nine. You do not com- 
plain. And you have one pound six shil- 
lings to feed and clothe them for one week. 
It is absurd. It is madness." 

Mrs Brown did not understand; and her 
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baby crowing in her anns, she smiled down 
into its face with a tranquillity which seemed 
quite unimpaired by its distribution into nine 
parts. 

"Do you not know, Madame Broon, that 
a person who has nine children has sieven 
children too many? You have not means 
for two. It is worse than thieving or rob- 
bery. You should not have done it." 

" Mercy me, Abel ! " cried the matron ; " he 
was as sensible as you or Davie till a minute 
ago. 

" Madame," said the philosopher, " I am 
now still more sensible than heretofore. 
And what I say to you is — ^and you should 
teach it to your children — do not bring 
boys and girls into the world, that they 
may die young, or that they may live and 
be miserable ; because there are too many of 
them already, and too little to feed them with." 

"I dinna understand that at a', sir; it's 
no' in the Bible," said Mrs Brown, retiring. 
" There's never ony o' my bairns come that 
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wasna weel provided for. God never sends 
a bairn, but he sends something to fill its 
mooth wi'." 

" You are right, my good woman — ^you are 
right. He does fill thousands of little mouths, 
with handfuls of earth." 

"Weel, there they are noo, onyway," re- 
joined the matron, sturdily; "I canna kill 
them. An' finely I ken that if they sJ grow 
up, they'll live tae be gratefu' tae Davie an' 
me, an' tae keep us in oor auld age." 

" Oh, good-bye, Madame Broon, good-bye. 
I do not yet see that you are entitled to 
create so much misery that you may be sup- 
ported in your old age." But he rose from 
his chair and shook hands with Mrs Brown, 
as she left the room to tell her husband 
about the "daft wee Frenchman." 

"Abel, you will promise me that you will 
not marry and bring nine infants to the beg- 
gar's banquet of modern life." 

" I haven't thought of marriage." 

" It is good. The world does need you for 
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sometliing eke. Take it : it is a pretty 
cigarette. And tell me about the strikes." 
** Well, as yet there isn't much to tell, 
M. le Refugio. We had a meeting of the 
combined committees of all the unions in 
the iron-trade. There was not entire agree- 
ment among them; but I think I was able 
to convince them that a rise of four shillings 
a-week was justified by the state of trade, 
the price of necessaries, and the hours we 
work. Before we parted we had all agreed 
about it. Yet I have my misgivings too. 
It will be one of the biggest strikes on rec- 
ord if the masters don't give us thirty shil- 
lings, for it'll include all classes of iron- 
workers — the men on the river who are 
working at the ships, as well as the boiler- 
makers. I calculate that, if it takes its 
course, some three thousand men will be 
directly affected. Directly, mind you; in- 
directly there will be double that number. 
Now I know something of strikes already. 
I have been at starvation's door twice, trying 
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to wring higher wages out of the masters, 
and it isn't nice. The men can stand it well 
enough ; but the women and children ! It's 
hard on them when the funds get low." 

" You must have no misgivings, Abel 
Durrand. Misgivings kill action, and you 
are called to act. Organise your strike — 
make your demands. I do not know their 
merits, but my sympathy is at aU times and 
under all circumstances with labour against 
capital. Make your demands, and be logical 
to the bitter end. I will rejoice in the dis- 
comfort of the * merchant - princes.' But I 
would have you go further. You know why 
I, a Frenchman, am here in Lumside. I am 
the victim of the tyranny of Badinguet, 
Plon, Plon, & Co. I have been a politician, 
and I would say to you. Huguenot Durrand, 
that your social movement is of no value 
if you cannot lift it into politics. Four 
shillings a - week more — good ; not to be 
despised — a blow to capital, and to be valued 
as such. But you wiU have to do more. 
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You axe the leading unionist in Lumside. 
You will have to get yourself returned to 
Parliament. You will then preach a jehad 
to the working class. With your eloquent 
tongue you may do anything. You will 
unite all trades against all the masters. 
And years hence, with a widened suflFrage, 
there will be a Parliament of your fellow- 
workers, and you will — ^what you call it, in 
the language of the parsons — ^you will dis- 
establish and disendow the great capitalists 
by one vote." 

" The unions wouldn't thank me for that," 
said Abel ; " that's like working for the mil- 
lennium. In the meantime the masters would 
get away with all the profits. We must do 
things bit by bit." 

" Oh, it is the language of the nation of 
grocers. You must have a great aim, Abel 
Durrand, or you will do nothing for your 
fellow-men. You must dream, or you will 
never advance. I have dreamt " 

"And you are now an exile." 
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"Cruel boy, I am. But I have not lost 
my faith in humanity; I exclude the * mer- 
chant-princes/ and princes of all sorts and 
orders. They are not humanity. They are 
moral monsters ; and it is for humanity, and 
not alone for a handful of boiler-makers in 
Lumside, that you must work." 

Abel smiled, and M. le Kefugi^, his hand 
trembling and his voice shrill in its utter- 
ance, addressed him rapidly, even vehe- 
mently — 

" Abel Durrand, I speak in the earnest ; I 
speak out from the heart. I have known 
moments of siege and storm. I have heard 
the voice of the human race cry out — ^it knew 
not for what. It knew not for what, but I 
have learned to interpret the cry since. It 
was in 1848 — Louis Philippe had fled. He 
was about to implore the bargemen of Bor- 
deaux to carry his royal carcass cheap to free 
England. He was free — oh yes, pooh! he 
was free to bargain, for France had forgotten 
him in two hours, and would not his blood. 
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Let him go — away with him ! Louis Philippe 
had fled. We waited to hear what our de- 
liverers would tell us of the future. Liber- 
ated France waited, swarming across the 
Place de la Concorde and down the Seine — 
waited impatient to hear that it was free. 
Lamartine was on his way to the Hotel de 
Ville ; he was the light of the eye of liberty. 
I see him now, Abel Durrand — his noble 
frame, his heavenly mien, messenger of peace 
to mankind, harbinger of the good times, dear 
poet, done to death. I see him before he 
crosses to the Tuileries. He pauses at the 
Quai d'Orsay, and the mob shouts. The 
mob, do I call it ? No ; the voice of the 
human race. It cries out to its saviour. 
You have not heard it, Abel Durrand. Oh 
no ! You have heard whisky speak ; you 
have heard the dead souls of countrymen, 
once patriotic, groaning through the con- 
tracted nostrils of theology— men in fetters ! 
Oh to hear the cry once — only once — as I 
have heard it on the Quai d'Orsay ! Lamar- 
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tine was going into office— we cheered him ; 
he was doubtful, yet walked in front of his 
thousands— he with his glorious head erect. 
There was a wine-stall at a barrack's gate; 
he approached, and I seized a — ^what you call 
a tassie — I seized a tassie, and poured the 
wine of Dauphiny into it. The poet drank 
before the multitude, and I, with this right 
hand — I handed to him the cup. It was the 
pledge of the brotherhood of the future. 
Lamartine cried aloud to us, and as he spoke 
bayonets fell, muskets were silenced, war-flags 
were trampled in the dust. War is finished 
for us ; soldiers and citizens, we are brothers ! 
Brotherhood is the note to the social harmony 
of the future. It was at that moment that 
the glorious vision of liberated humanity rose 
before my eyes. I saw across the sea of faces 
— ^they were brothers, they were freemen, they 
were equals. To have lived that moment was 
to have entered the kingdom of heaven. Do 
you not see it, Abel Durrand? But it was 
too soon. The prophet must come before the 
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event. He was only the prophet ; the event 
must wait. The kingdom of heaven waB not 
then. But now it is so different. You have 
the poet's mantle, Abel ; you have the orator's 
tongue ; you are of the people popular. Lead, 
and you wiU find foUowers." 

M. le Refugio flung himself upon the floor, 
and raising his arm, seemed engaged in 
prayer to a humanity which the descendant 
of the Huguenots did not recognise as Deity. 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE DIFFICtJLTIES OF POSITION. 

Bailie Govan preferred his daughter Nelly 
to all the womankind of his household. He 
did not absolutely dislike his wife, who was a 
presentable person, and stood in great awe of 
him ; but somehow or other she did not rise 
with his circumstances. For himself, he felt 
that he might go anywhere or see any one. 
At least once a -day he imagined himself 
walking into the royal presence at Windsor, 
and receiving the historical tap on the shoul- 
der, and the summons to arise something else 
than he had ever been during the previous 
course of his existence. It was with difficulty 
that he could think of his wife accompanying 
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him into these great regions. When he 
thought of it, he generally assumed that he 
would be a widower. The mill-girl who had 
borne the heat and burden of the day would 
be lying somewhere in a vault, and Nelly 
would sit at the head of his table — sensible, 
quiet, educated, lady-like Nelly. 

The girl had taken this position in her 
father's affection partly because she was the 
nicest figure among the four females who sur- 
rounded him. She was always " in taste," 
her father said, while her mother was apt to 
affect " bricht reds and bonnie yellows." 

Not that the father would have the women 
of his household deny themselves the luxuries 
of dress. He insisted that they should ap- 
pear as became their high station in Lumside, 
and allowed them great latitude in the matter 
of dressmaker's bills. Yet it was Nelly who 
seemed to pass through that artificer's hand, 
and to come out of it most worthy of her 
father. Every step he had ascended, she at 
le«t had ZnJk with hin,. brmging no 
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taint of early humility with her, but having 
the appearance and manner which it behoved 
every one connected with him to have. 

The Bailie was submissive and respectful 
to this daughter; the rest he tolerated be- 
cause there was no other course open to him. 
But if he had the power of readjusting social 
arrangements he would have done it, to the 
exclusion of the three juniors and their 
mother from Park Square. 

And Nelly, on her side, more than recipro- 
cated her father's love to her. Always know- 
ing him kind and watchful for her happiness, 
she did everything in her power to meet his 
wishes and to retain the place she had con- 
quered. Once or twice she had received a 
rude shock to her earliest devotion to her 
father : when she overheard him recalling to 
her mother, in rude terms, the poverty out of 
which his genius had lifted her; and again 
when, in the warmth of his own hearth, he 
had indicated some of the peculiar strokes of 
genius by which his fortune had been built 
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up. His contempt and dislike for his own 
brother was one of the things that Nelly 
could never get reconciled to; and to her 
sorrow, since their accent to the pinnacle of 
gentility, she had reason to think that her 
father's dislike to her foreman uncle was on 
the increase. 

It was with that feeling on her mind that 
Nelly opened the Bailie's library door one 
Sunday afternoon, and stepped up to a case 
for a book. The magistrate was reposing in 
his chair, digesting his half-dozen of courses 
and his bottle of old port. For though he 
was a great ecclesiast, he was not one of 
the unprogressive Calvinists of Lumside who 
dined on cold meats on the Sabbath. There 
was a period in his history when he would 
have tolerated no cookery on that day; he 
had even shaved overnight to avoid the stig- 
ma to his conscience of " labouring " with a 
razor ; and his wife had to walk tiptoe for 
fear of oflFending the author of the universe. 

But as the Bailie rose in the world he 
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began to know better ; he allowed himself to 
partake^f the spirit of the times, and it had 
long permitted him to reconcile warm dishes 
with the observance of the Sabbatical com- 
mandment. " Man," he had got the length of 
saying, " was not made for the Sabbath, but 
the Sabbath for man;" so he used it as 
freely as his familiarity with Liberal ideas 
entitled him to. It never carried him, how- 
ever, beyond freely dining and freely sleep- 
ing. A walk or a drive on the first day of 
the week would have been an intolerable 
suggestion to him. He knew where enlight- 
enment ended and blasphemy began. 

The Bailie was not one of the men who 
are sensitive about their slumbers. He was 
so profoundly conscious of his own good- 
ness and greatness, that he thought himself 
entitled to snore without oflFence where and 
when he chose. 

When, however, Nelly entered this Sunday 
evening he was only dozing lightly. The 
closing of the door half wakened him, and 
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83 She sat down opposite him, with a book 
of poetry in her hand to wait his wakening at 
leisure, he rubbed his eyes and took his leg 
oflF the chair on which it was extended. 

" Well, my girl, what time o' night is it ? 
Have I been long asleep ? " 

" You're as well to waken up, papa, I 
think, if you want any rest at night. But 
it's not late." 

The Bailie yawned, rubbed his eyes, and 
picked up a treatise which had fallen from 
his hands an hour before. 

" Whose your author, Helen ? " 

" Tennyson — Enoch Arden." 

" Ay, but he's scarcely an author for the 
Sabbath." 

" Mr Macniven quoted from him this fore- 
noon." 

" Did he though ? Well, Macniven's likely 
to know best," said the Bailie, having then a 
vague consciousness that Enoch Arden was 
a writer of spiritual hymns, some of which 
were admitted into Presbyterian services. 
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"I wanted to speak to you about my 



cousin." 



•* Well, Helen," he said, in an encouraging 
way. There was something in the tone of 
this daughter's voice that subdued him. It 
was a sweet, affectionate voice, and though 
he detested the subject he told his daughter 
to go on, while he rang the bell for apol- 
linaris. 

" I want to show Jenny over the house." 

"Maybe it would do her good. It might 
humble her a little, and should let her know 
the difference between her station and yours, 
her father's station and mine. I think for 
once in a way there would be no harm in 
it, Helen. Bring me a bottle of apollinaris, 
Macnab." 

" I didn't mean to ask her for that reason. 
She's my cousin, father, and we've always 
been the best of friends in the world to each 
other. I want to show her the house because 
I love her dearly." 

" Very right and proper, Helen. I would 
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have you cultivate no other feeling," said the 
Bailie, gulping at his tumbler. 

"But mamma has been talking so much 
about the rule you have made " 

" I made no rule, Helen, against you enter- 
taining right and proper feelings towards 
Thomas's daughter." 

" Then she may come here, and I may go 
there just as we did when we lived in the 
East End." 

" By no manner of means, Helen," — ^and the 
magistrate deposited his tumbler on a desk 
and stiflfened his neck. " You, in particular, 
I will expect to observe my wishes in this 
matter, trusting as I do in your great sense." 

" I don't understand you," replied the 
daughter, with a vague uneasiness at her 
heart that her father was less worthy of 
aflFection and respect than she would like 
him to be. 

"But ril make it plain to you, Helen, 
and you'll never need to speak to me on 
the subject again." 
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He spoke with a suggestion of severity in 
his tone, and as if the explanation implied a 
command for the future. 

"I'm very fond of uncle Thomas, papa, 
and Jenny has been a schoolfellow as well 
as a cousin," she rejoined, with a want of 
logic which appalled the judicial mind. 

" That's neither here nor there, Helen, as 
you will see when you allow me to explain 
the situation. Now listen. In the first place, 
your cousin Jenny is unworthy the aflfection 
you bestow upon her. She is a frivolous, 
impudent, forward girl." 

" Oh, father ! Jenny is anything but friv- 
olous. She has read every word of Alison's 
History of Europe, all Sir Walter Scott's 
novels, and she knows mechanics " 

" There you are again with your interrup- 
tions. I'm sometimes thinking you're not so 
sedate and manageable as you were, Helen. 
When I rise to speak in the Town Council 
of Liunside, three millions o' money holds 
its tongue before me ; when I open my 



THE DIFFICULTIES OF POSITION. 125 

mouth in my own house, Fm interrupted 
and contradicted." 

" But you said cousin Jenny was frivolous." 
" She is a frivolous, impudent, and forward 
girl," repeated the Bailie with slow emphasis, 
— "that in the first place." His dogmatism 
had the desired effect of making his daughter 
mute. " In the second place, Helen, I would 
have you understand that if she was humble 
and respectful, as would become the daughter 
of Thomas Govan, for whom I have done so 
much, it would still not be for you to take up 
with her on terms of familiarity." 

The Bailie discerned dangerous corners 
of contempt at his daughter s mouth ; he 
thought it better on that account to appeal 
to her more generous feelings. " And it's for 
your cousin's and your uncle's good to say 
it. In this way. They are working people, 
and can never expect to be anything more. 
Money comes to them that can make it, and 
position is the reward of wealth. To your 
uncle Thomas it has never come, because he 
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lacks the genius of acquisition and of posses- 
sion. A poor man he is, and a poor man he 
will remain to the end." 
" Why must he be poor ? " 
" Am I not explaining it to you ? " 
" But if the firm is so rich, why does it not 
make uncle Thomas rich too? Hasn't he 
wrought all his life for it ? " 

The Bailie leaned back in his chair, folded 
his arms, and surveyed his daughter gravely. 
" You're less sensible than I took you to be, 
Helen. You're even inclined to be a little 
cantankerous." 

" No indeed, Fm not, father," said the girl, 
crossing over to him, and kneeling at his 
knee. " But if your wealth is to do this, Fll 
hate it, and wish I was poor again. Fll pray 
for reverses night and morning, that we may 
be sent back to the East End. If the price of 
our new life is to be the sacrifice of all kind- 
ness to those who are poorer than ourselves — 
then welcome poverty." 

The magistrate pushed his daughter an- 
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grily from him. She had touched the chord 
in his deepest superstition. He was horrified 
beyond measure. 

" That I should Kve to have a daughter of 
my own caJling down a curse on the firm, by 
asking God Almighty to send us reverses ! " 

And he paced the floor of his Hbrary with 
an agitation which the sight of the insulted 
girl, pale, indignant, and with tears gUsten- 
ing in her eyes, did not allay. 

" Girl," he said, walking between the win- 
dow and the door, "you don't know what 
you're saying. Pray for a new heart, and to 
be taught to cleanse your ways while you are 
still young. But to tempt — actually to 
tempt Providence to send disaster, after He 
has placed us here in an established position, 
the admiration and wonder of a whole city- 
it demands propitiation. It is calculated to 
give offence in the highest quarters. Down 
upon your knees and ask forgiveness of an 
offended Deity." 

The Bailie was sincerely alarmed. He had 
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never heard so impious a wish expressed as 
that which implied a reversal of his whole 
career. And from his favourite daughter, 
his domestic counsellor and friend! 

" I will pray with you myself," he said, 
adjusting a chair, and placing a handkerchief 
in a devotional manner upon the carpet, as 
if he were a Moslem in a mosque. 

" No, father, no ; I cannot, I will not. If 
I have said anything wrong, I am sorry for 
it ; but I will not go down upon my knees. 
I am right, and you are wrong. If this rise 
in life is to kill all kindness, then welcome, 
I say, to the East End — welcome to poverty. 
And I don't believe that God is offended at 
me for saying so." 

The Bailie was already on his knees, how- 
ever, and his daughter heard him represent- 
ing his case at "the throne of grace." He 
was always colloquial and chatty in his re- 
lationship with the Unseen. He was frank 
and offensive on the present occasion, as one 
who was using a superior sort of influence in 
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mitigation of the shortcoming of an ignorant 
child. He represented to Deity that the girl 
was ignorant, and did not understand the 
meaning of her own words. He showed that 
she was one of a large class who needed a 
purging of their hearts, before they could be 
acceptable to Heaven. He said she did not 
really mean what she uttered about poverty 
and reverses. He asked that she might be 
taught to see that there were classes and 
castes in society appointed by Deity, and 
that by His will only families and men were 
called into them who had been pleasing in 
the sight of Heaven. And he insinuated 
some criticisms of his daughter's behaviour, 
which he thought she was at the moment 
much in need of. 

But when he picked up his handkerchief 
and took his head out of the arm-chair, he 
perceived that his daughter had slipped away. 



VOL. I. 



130 



CHAPTEE XL 



BROTHERS. 



It was a shock to Nelly Govan to find how- 
angry she could become with her own 
father. 

While he still prayed into his chair, she 
unfastened the door and let herself out. She 
sped up-stairs to her own room, and while he 
was chatting to Deity in his free and easy 
way, she was eagerly pacing her floor in a 
frenzy of subdued excitement. 

She had long been aware of her father's 
peculiarities ; but they were only peculiari- 
ties to her. As he became of increasing con- 
sequence to himself and to Lumside, she had 
learnt to believe in his genius. But it was 
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a good genius, she often told herself, as she 
contemplated the church subscription - lists 
swelled by her father's cheques, and summed 
up the total of his secular charities, which 
represented a handsome income. 

He was good and great to her, as he was 
eminently good and great to himself. 

To her younger sisters her father present- 
ed none of these qualities. Maggie in parti- 
cular was the most frank critic of the paternal 
defects, feeling, as she did, that she owed him 
no affection, he having no affection to bestow 
upon her. It had been part of Nelly's task 
to show her sisters what it was in their father 
that demanded love and reverence. Though 
she was frequently laughed at for her pains, 
she had never been weary of carrying on the 
propagandism of his goodness and greatness, 
in which, with a reserve in favour of his " pe- 
culiarities," she so heartily believed. His 
" peculiarities," among other things, included 
a certain unscrupulousness from time to time 
in dealing with individuals, which the girl 
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could not reconcile with her own standard 
of justice or feeKng of human kindness. But 
she had got accustomed though not recon- 
ciled to it, believing it to be the way of the 
world. 

Yet it pained her at times to think that 
the manager at the Works had never im- 
pressed her like her father, the Firm. And. 
uncle Thomas was neither good nor great in 
the sense in which her father was. That is, 
he had no conspicuous position for piety 
among any of the churches of Lumside ; and 
his mild unaggressive behaviour had never 
made him known beyond strictly artisan 
circles. 

While Nelly paced her chamber, however, 
she thought of this quiet uncle with a pang 
of envy. Would he push his daughter from 
him ? No. Would he kneel down and pray 
at her? No. And it was only when she 
caught a glimpse of her own pale face in the 
glass, as she wrung her hands and walked, 
that she realised how overpowering was her 
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own sense of indignation at the treatment she 
had received in the room below. She paused, 
and brought her face close to the glass ; there 
was no doubt about it — her mouth was closed, 
and there were angry Knes round it; her 
brow had a pale streak across it, and her eyes 
were flashing. She looked, and the conscious- 
ness of her futile anger calmed her. 

After all, why should she be so angry with 
her father, who had never, within her recol- 
lection, spoken to her so before? She sat 
down on the edge of her bed, and tried to 
look at the incident more calmly. By the 
time she had counted the rows of buttons on 
her skirt thrice both ways, she had concluded 
that it would be well for her to go down-stairs 
and ask her father's forgiveness for leaving 
him prajdng in the chair. She had an idea 
that he had prepared the devotional exercise 
for her benefit. She further suspected that 
the evening might be made strenuously un- 
comfortable for her mother if a treaty of 
peace was not arranged. 
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As she went across the hall, she saw her 
uncle standing at the door. Macnab was ex- 
plaining something to him in circuitous terms 
which the Bailie had announced with brief 
vehemence from the back of his library door. 
The Firm was not to be at home to the 
manager. There was a keen rush of frosty 
air coming in at the door as Nelly appeared. 
She saw her uncle, and with a little exclama- 
tion of delight she tripped forward, and led 
him away from Macnab's explanations. 

*'It is very good of you, uncle dear, to 
come all the way up the hill." 

Uncle Thomas paused, and in a cheery 
voice said he had been to some furnaces to 
the west of the West End, where a friend of 
his own was trying experiments in the way 
of a new blast, and he thought when he was 
in the neighbourhood he would look in to see 
them. His time was not always his own, and 
he was not often to be found on that side of 
the river. She must take him as he was, 
however, — ^not over-clean about the face and 
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hands, for all his scrubbing after the day's 
experiments; and he would like to see his 
brother and the house. 

"See the house first, uncle," said Nelly, 
putting her hand in his arm and leading him 
up-stairs. "Macnab, please put lights in all 
the rooms. Fm going to have you all to my- 
self, uncle, until you see everything." 

" It's good work," said the manager, look- 
ing up the balustrades to the glass dome, and 
eyeing the arrangement of staircase and floor. 
"Clerk's the architect, I think, and Duncan 
the builder. It's a palace, my dear — a per- 
fect palace," he continued, standing at the 
drawing-room door and looking in upon the 
long pillared chamber. 

Somehow or other, Nelly was in love with 
poverty at the moment. As she closed the 
door behind her and walked down the rich 
carpet with her uncle, she felt unhappy. 

" I don't care a bit about it, uncle Thomas; 
nor the carriage, nor the flunkeys, nor any- 
thing." 
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" It's the gilding," said the manager, " and 
the pillars, that don't agree. YouVe mixed 
all the styles — a little of everything. And 
Andrew's portrait in a niche. The room is 
like a comer chopped from the cathedral, and 
it's furnished like an upper show of Cheap- 
John's. Naturally, you don't care about that, 
my dear. But there's fine work in it — ^beau- 
tiful work. Here's china for you, and mir- 
rors, and gUding.-Andrew has spared no 
expense." 

" Oh, it's all ' regardless of expense,' uncle ; 
but don't be frightened for the chairs. 
They're made to be sat in, I assure you. 
And sit down in one for a little. It's a tire- 
some pull up the hill, and you look tired." 

The manager had not yet removed his hat. 
He kept it on his head through no churlish 
feeling of equality ; he had simply forgotten 
it was there. Now that he laid it down on a 
papter-machS table, his brow was uncovered, 
and there were weary lines across the ridge 
of it ; but for the laughing eagerness of the 
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eyes he would have looked severe; yet the 
habitual gentleness of his expression corrected 
the impression of severity. 

"You must bring your cousin over and 
show her all this. Jenny likes big rooms. 
This'll delight her beyond measure. And 
she's taken a curious fancy into her head 
that you don't want to see her again. I 
know it's a foolish notion, and I say to her 
it's foolish ; but she will have it, that because 
you've come up here you're going to be stifF- 
ish. Jenny, poor lass, resembles her mother ; 
when she takes an idea in her head she never 
can get it out again." 

"Oh, but we'll get it out, uncle," said 
Nelly, drawing her chair beside him. " I 
shall come for her myself, and there is to 
be an end to that feeling." 

" It would be well if you could, my dear." 

They were chatting easily together when a 
great noise of expostulation reached them 
from the door. It was Bailie Govan and the 
butler, the former with his hand upon the door. 
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" The thing's absurd. Go round the rooms 
and put out the Kghts this moment. There'll 
be no showing of this house on the Lord's 

Day." 

And the Bailie entered. He did not look 
as if he had risen from a protracted devo- 
tional exercise. He was very flushed and 
angry as he walked up the room. 

"You're wanted down-stairs," he said se- 
verely to his daughter, while he looked at his 
brother with a glance of anger and contempt. 
" You should have come any other day than 
this, Thomas," he observed, inserting his 
hands beneath the tails of his coat, and 
walking with a strut which expressed out- 
raged piety and personal indignation. 

" I can't always choose my days, Andrew," 
said the manager, calmly; "I'd rather you 
wouldn't go, my dear." 

"But I desire her to go this moment. 
Down-stairs to your mother and sisters ; they 
are about to retire for the night." 

" Eeally, father, one would think I was a 
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child of ten to hear you talk," said Nelly, 
her face hot with indignation, and all her 
calm resolution gone out of her. She felt 
for the moment as if there was to be nothing 
henceforth but indignation for this father of 
hers. She left the room, however. Then 
there was a long pause between the Firm and 
its manager, the Firm continuing the dignified 
peripatetic, while the manager automatically 
put on his hat and made a movement as of 
departure. 

" It must have been something more than 
ordinary brought you here," said the Bailie 
at last, wearied with the silence. 

" No, no," answered Thomas, wakening out 
of a calculation in which he was fitting a boiler 
into a new steamship, the imaginary steam- 
ship having dimensions of length and breadth 
which made the problem of unusual interest. 
" I was across seeing a new blast ; it does 
very well. Swan thinks the process, if the 
ironmaster will let him, will increase the 
output and purify it to a great extent." 
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The blast had no bearing upon the boiler- 
works, so the Bailie felt a genuine thrill 
of virtuous indignation. His daughter had 
offended her Maker down-stairs ; here was 
his brother secularising his Maker's Sabbath, 
by looking into a blast all day. 

He was, he told himself, a Christian of an 
undogmatic and liberal description; but this 
was too much. 

Yet he could not say much to this un- 
regenerate manager. Of old he knew that 
one experiment fitted into another, and that 
by a process of unseen causation what 
Thomas saw in a blast-furnace to-day might 
issue in a new improvement in a boiler or a 
boiler's fitting to-morrow. And an improve- 
ment meant a patent ; and a patent was 
always taken out by himself. For, of course, 
he having the capital, that was but fair and 
natural. 

Under other circumstances, Thomas, who 
had an undeniable ingenuity, he admitted, 
might have spent his time pottering on 
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nothing. It was he, in fact, who discovered 
Thomas; and the reward of Thomas's dis- 
coveries, though they had amounted in the 
course of twenty years to much over a hun- 
dred thousand pounds, were of course legit- 
imately his. Did he not pay Thomas a 
steady income of two hundred pounds ? It 
was rather more than he would have got 
anywhere else, and he was such a fool of 
a fellow that he put no value on money. 
Give Thomas material for his experiments, 
and he cared for no better reward. 

If it were not for Thomas's daughter 
Jenny, he could have managed the Works 
fifty pounds a -year cheaper. But then 
Jenny must have her piano, and her course 
of lectures, and other expensive things that 
were destined to unfit her for her place in 
life. 

Quite rapidly these considerations passed 
through the Bailie's mind; so he refrained 
from lecturing his brother. He did not relax 
his severity of demeanour, however ; Thomas 
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must be taught that he was not to come to 
Park Square with impunity. 

" They've all gone to their beds, Thomas. 
I'm tired and sleepy myself," said the magis- 
trate ; and his brother rose. As he was on 
his feet the manager said — 

" We're likely to have a stiff time with the 
iron- workers. The biggest strike that's come 
our way is preparing, or I'm much mistaken." 

" If I thought that fellow had exhausted 
his ingenuity," said the Bailie to himself, 
following him to the door and closing it 
sharply behind him, "he'd never draw an- 
other penny from the Works." 
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CHAPTEK XIL 



LABOUR IN DEBATE. 

t 

The upper room of Kirsty Mackmnon's hotel 
overlooked the masts of the river Side. It 
was a long narrow room, mathematically pre- 
cise, like most of the Lumside chambers, hmig 
with the figures of inventors and great capi- 
talists. The inventors had generally large 
brows, reflective eyes ; most of the capitalists 
wore a smug smile, in which satisfaction 
with self and self s achievements seemed to 
have the largest place. 

The windows towards the river were four 
in number, narrow, small, and hung with 
dingy muslin curtains, in which the reek of 
hundreds of pipes had found congenial lodg- 
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ment. The yellow ceiling was low, and the 
predominant feature of the room was a broad 
mahogany table, with chairs closely packed 
round it. When the chairs were occupied, 
nobody could pass between them and the 
wall. A fire blazed on a broad hearth at the 
further end of the room, above which a showy 
mirror stretched from mantelpiece to ceiling. 

The wind was moaning down the river-side 
and driving great waves of frosted snow into 
the doorways of the marine stores and the 
crannies of the harbour sheds. It was a 
dismal December night, and nobody was out 
who could otherwise help it ; yet Kirsty Mac- 
kinnon's bar-room, looking into the street, 
was well filled. Kirsty herself was a spa- 
cious woman of fifty, or thereabouts, assisted 
by a well-looking daughter of half her age, 
who chatted and made eyes to the younger 
men. 

The bar-room was crowded, and a hum of 
voices sent up a continuous demand for 
" halfs," — a demand which Kirsty herself 
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supplied from one of half-a-dozen taps 
behind the counter. 

The crowd was composed of men of various 
ages — ^from early youth up to five-and-fifty. 
They were notable chiefly for the paleness of 
their faces ; most of them were round-shoul- 
dered ; there was not, however, a man present 
who had not some distinguishing mark of in- 
telligence, or obstinacy, or mutiny of expres- 
sion in his face. 

A wreath of powdered snow was carried in 
by the wind ; it swept round the room, and 
subdued the light for an instant; when it 
subsided, Abel Durrand was to be seen stand- 
ing in the doorway. 

" Ye're the last man, Mr Deeran," cried 
Kirsty from behind the taps ; " jist steek the 
door, sir, if ye please." And Abel closed the 
door behind him. " It's coffee ye'll be for ? " 
she asked, as Abel made his way to the coun- 
ter. " Fll pit a wee drap o' the ' auld kirk ' 
in't a nicht like this, Mr Deeran." 

" No, thank you, Miss Mackinnon," said 

VOL. I. K 
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the young man, turning round on his elbow 
to acknowledge a shower of hearty salutations 
addressed to him from all parts of the room. 
" The * auld kirk ' for them it agrees with,.Mis8 
Maxikimion. It disagrees with me." 

" Are we a' here ? " asked a little man with 
a long face, prominent cheek-bones, and a 
beard Hke a wisp of hay, who held a glass in 
one hand, and peered along the counter, where 
the light was shining upon a score of coun- 
tenances. 

*' All, all," cried a number of voices ; and 
without further ado the occupants of the 
bar-room filed up-stairs to their place at the 
mahogany table. 

Most of them had a " gill " of whisky and 
a tumbler standing beside an ink-bottle ; each 
had a bundle of papers. It was a meeting of 
trades-delegates for Lumside and the whole 
industrial neighbourhood. 

The little man with the prominent cheek- 
bones took the chair at the head of the room, 
and made a brief introductory statement ex- 
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plaining why the delegates from so many- 
trades had been called together — some of them 
not immediately connected with the iron in- 
dustry, but connected by sympathy, and 
entitled to give their advice on the occasion 
of a proposed change in the relationship of 
local capital to local labour. He would not, 
he said, occupy their time, because their 
friend Abel Durrand was prepared to make a 
statement on the condition of matters, which 
he had no doubt would make everything 
plain. Certain sure he was that if Mr Dur- 
rand stated the case with a tenth part of his 
usual clearness, not his but their own obtuse- 
ness would be to blame for not grasping the 
situation. 

Abel had a chair at a comer of the table 
near the door. When he rose with a slip of 
paper between his fingers, there was an instant 
hush through the room, after a first beating 
of the table had made the glasses dance. 

Among a number of earnest, massive faces, 
Durrand's was certainly the most striking. 
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He held his head high, looked straight before 
him, and without a single syllable of hesi- 
tation, spoke what he had to say in a rich 
musical voice. 

As long as he addressed them there was 
not a movement of dissent; all eyes were 
turned to him respectfully ; he held them by 
the electrical influence of his voice, by the 
more subtle influence still of his character. 
It was a long speech— too long for insertion 
here — but a passage of it may not be unin- 
structive. Abel began by presenting a con- 
cise view of the state of the allied trades of 
the iron industry in and about Lumside. 

He estimated in a similar concise statement 
the profits the employers were enabled to 
realise. He calculated how long the present 
prosperous state of the industry would be 
likely to last, judging from the amount of 
the orders, and he based the justice of a 
demand for increased wages upon the facts 
known to him. 

It was a difficult statement of figures ; but 
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except for the occasional Kfting of a tumbler, 
no delegate offered comment or interruption. 
" And now," Abel concluded, " we have to 
decide what we shall do. What I know I 
have told you. It is a plain statement of the 
facts as they are. On the one hand, we have 
a group of employers gorged to the throat 
with a year of unexampled profits; on the 
other hand, we have the whole body of the 
iron- workers of Lumside existing — and some 
of them not even that — at a rate of wages 
which, considering the rise on all the neces- 
saries of life, I hold to be shamefully low. 
This is not the place to give expression to 
any feeling of indignation at the employers. 
I sometimes think that all expressions of 
indignation are waste of excellent energy. 
But I will allow myself to say that their 
rapacity grows by what it feeds on. Profits ! 
profits ! profits ! They think of nothing else ; 
they are content that the blood and muscle 
of five thousand workers should go grinding 
on like the million wheels and straps and 
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axles of the shops. The wheels break, the 
straps crack, the axles grind down : why, so 
it is with the blood and muscle, and no more 
consideration for it; when it is spilt and 
exhausted there's plenty more to be got. 

" Now we are here to protest against that 
view. We are here to take action in such 
a manner that the employers of Lumside, if 
they do not feel any closer humanity for us, 
will at least be made to pay us in proportion 
to the profits that they hold dearer than our 
lives. And the action I advise is a strike — a 
strike along the whole line, if the rise we ask 
be not granted. You know me well enough 
to know that I don't offer this advice at ran- 
dom. Fifteen years ago, if you will let me 
go back a minute to illustrate what I mean 
— fifteen years ago, when I was not even 
apprenticed to a trade, I remember that the 
men of Lumside put on their jackets, shoul- 
dered their tools, and swore that not another 
hancPs'tum should they do till the employers 
paid away some of their swelling profits in a 
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better rate of wages. That fight cost me my 
mother. She died before the fight was fin- 
ished; she died of starvation, and on her 
tombstone my father writ that large — *She 
died of starvation.' If any man knows what 
he is advising, it should be me therefore, who 
lost a mother in that way. Yet I deliberately 
stand here looking into the future, calculat- 
ing the consequences ; and I say, if the em- 
ployers don't make us sharers in these high 
prosperous times of the prosperity to which 
the blood in our veins and the sweat on 
our brows contributed, then strike, and strike 
all along the line. I am not blind to the 
fact that they have had a splendid year out 
of us — ^that most of them might retire on 
that year's earnings alone, and luxuriate on a 
big capital sum. It is a fact not to be over- 
looked ; for while our societies have all had 
a serious drain on their resources, the masters 
are strong in the sinews of war. Still, how- 
ever, I should say— strike— if they wiU not 
listen to our demands. We should start with 
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the conviction at least of having justice on 
our side. I see one or two of you smile at 
the word justice. Well, I am younger than 
some of you ; but I am old enough, and old- 
fashioned enough, to think there's something 
in the word, — that it corresponds to a principle 
fixed in the affairs of this world by Something 
greater and more far-seeing than we are. I 
say we shall have justice on our side, and 
with that we can fight our cause, no man 
daring to make us afraid. 

" This is a meeting for business purposes, 
and I have not forgotten that it is so — (cries 
of * No, no ') — but I will, if you will let me, 
go outside our trade dispute and connect it 
with something further away. You and I, 
friends, believe that a better day is going to 
dawn upon our class. We believe that it will 
not come of its own accord, that it must be 
made ; and we are determined to make it, in 
as far as in us lies the will and the power. 
Well, I think I see that day not very far off. 
I see labour organising itself Uke an army. 
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and determined to fight. There are at this 
moment half a million of us throughout 
England conscious of the dawn, waiting for 
it, and willing to help at its advent. Half a 
million, and what' may we not do ? As yet 
we are not afl&liated. The quarrel of our 
brethren in remote Cornwall, deep in the 
tin-mines, is not as yet necessarily and in- 
stantaneously ours as soon as it is picked; 
but it will become ours in the inevitable 
future. Not a sigh, not a groan of labour 
shall rise unknown, unheard; but before it 
comes we have fighting to do. We have 
to beat down selfishness and t3^anny and 
luxury. We have to deal blows for equity 
and fair-play. 

" Oh, I see a state of society arisen which 
God never intended. I see here among us 
workmen to-day, masters to-morrow, volup- 
tuaries and tyrants the day after. Chance 
casts wealth at their feet, and they have 
power, and they abuse it ; but we shall yet 
beat this down. We are organised, and we 
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shall be more organised still. The universal 
franchise is coming, and our power will be 
multiplied and concentrated ; and by a quiet 
vote we shall one day revolutionise — we shall 
alter all. The dawn will cbme when the cry 
of * Profits ! profits ! profits ! ' will have been 
changed for * Justice! justice! justice ! ' And 
the day of justice will come when the labourer 
shall have his hire, not doled to him by a 
master anxious to increase, at all hazards, his 
own total, but from firm and fixed tribunals, 
working in the name of all for all." 

Abel's voice had hardly varied throughout 
the delivery of his speech — an accentuation 
here and there of greater intensity, a tone of 
deeper sympathy, was all ; but the effect, 
whether it was that of his figure or of his 
rhetoric, was immediate. The reports of 
foremen of the men's societies were read, and 
it was agreed that on a given day Abel and 
the chairman should approach the masters 
with a demand for a rise. Then they sepa- 
rated quietly. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



IS IT LOVE? 



The incident which had occurred in St 
Mungo's Court had a deeper impression on 
Nelly Govan's mind than she could explain to 
herself, from the fact of having been pursued 
by a needy thief. She was not of a nervous 
or timid turn of mind, and that portion of 
the incident which would have roused a recur- 
ring horror in a shrinking memory gradually 
disappeared altogether. What she did re- 
member was the sense of rescue and relief 
in a room where an attractive little boy had 
prattled to her, and a man, with the manners 
of a gentleman, spoke kindly to her. 

She remembered the dimly lighted court. 
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the tunnoil in her own breast, .the throwing 
down of her purse — it was like a faded night- 
mare; but there was the strong reality of 
Abel Durrand, sitting at one time on the 
comer of his table, standing at another re- 
spectfully at the door, and, in the end, lead- 
ing her gently to the light of the streets, and 
directing the cabman where to drive. She 
remembered the kindly fire in his eyes, she 
thought of the strength with which he had 
tumbled his antagonist over his knee, and 
the contemptuous disgust with which he had 
dismissed him. His hands she remembered 
— strong, firm hands ; his massive chin, his 
white teeth, the breadth of his chest, and 
the resolute, straightforward glance he gave 
her. 

And this man wrought in her father's 
works ! — a poor boiler-maker, an uninfluential 
fellow with a hammer, and a few shillings in 
the week to feed himself with. 

Why was it she kept him in her mind 
from day to day? that when she arrayed 
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herself in front of her toilet-table, she some- 
times seemed to see his face peering over her 
shoulder? that when she undid her hair at 
night, and put out the light, he seemed to 
vanish into the mirror? 

She had never seen a man whose face, 
form, and movements had remained so long 
in her recollection. 

Day after day, even when her father had 
rebuked her for vulgarity, she found herself 
singing the song of poverty she had heard in 
St Mungo's Court. 

" No poverty is honest/' her father had 
explained to her. " There's enough for all, 
if they'll work for it at a proper wage. 
Blackguard, lazy poverty ! Be done with 
that song in my house, Helen ! " 

And still she hummed it to herself, un- 
convinced. 

The more, too, she thought of St Mungo's 
Court and its dinginess, and contrasted the 
splendour of the great mansion in which she 
and her people dwelt, the sorrier she felt for 



158 KING CAPITAL. 

the man who had stamped his image on her re- 
collection. Put a dress-coat on him, and how 
well he might walk into their drawing-room 
with the richest of them ! Then she would 
weave a romance of prosperity, in which her 
humble friend, casting aside the dust of the 
yards and rising to affluence, would come 
to her and woo her with her father's sanc- 
tion. 

Had it not often happened in Lumside ? 
Had it not happened to her own father, who, 
when it suited him, could dwell upon these 
early poor days of his own with gusto ? 
Was there indeed, in the wide circle of their 
acquaintance, a lady or a gentleman who 
knew anything of her or his own grand- 
father? Then she would tell herself that 
poverty was honest, and that a man might 
be a man, though he covered himself with 
hodden -grey, or something even inferior to 
it in texture. She had to tell herself that ; 
because, was there not her uncle still com- 
paratively poor — her ingenious uncle, w^ho. 
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she had heard more often than she cared to 
think about, had invented the patents her 
father had adopted? 

It was possible to be clever and yet to 
remain poor in the city of Lumside, to be 
honest and remain unrespected, and to be 
"shady" and to leap into position. 

How about the clerk, once in her father's 
employ, who had surreptitiously annexed 
thirty thousand pounds on the Stock Ex- 
change ? Everybody had said it was shame- 
ful for a few days, then the successful clerk 
became a town favourite. She had met him 
in nearly every house in the West End, and 
it was a recognised thing that he might pro- 
pose to any girl with acceptance. Her own 
father called him nothing more than " long- 
headed." And then Helen would sigh to 
think that Abel Durrand should be excluded 
from the same chances. 

It was on one of these occasions that she 
told her mother she never wished to use the 
carriage again ; and when her mother expos- 
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tulated with her, she led her back to her own 
early days. 

" Were they very hard times when you 
were young ? " she asked ; while her mother, 
reposing on a deep chair, showed the weU- 
filled outline of a richly dressed matron, 
whose hard times were long past and gone. 

"Oh yes, Nelly, and I hope you'll never 
have the like. But there was happy times too." 

" Tell me, mother, did you work at a loom 
all day ? The girls at Miss Harley's say you 
did." 

" Indeed, Helen, and Fm no way ashamed 
of it. My father was a respectable weaver 
with a big family, and I did attend to a loom. 
I was a mill-girl in a red tartan shawl when 
your father first saw me. He had no thought 
at that time that he would come up the hill 
and drive to his business with a pair o' braw 
horses in front of him. Eh me, the day ! he's 
an altered man." 

"Did you like him better when he was 
poor ? " 
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" Did I like him better, NeUy ? You ask 
queer questions, lassie. He was younger and 
I was younger — ^maybe I did like him a wee 
thing better." And the bulging bosom of the 
Bailie's wife rose and fell. " But he's a dis- 
appointed man. IVe never been able to give 
him a son, and I think he takes an ill-will 
at me sometimes for it. Any way, his tem- 
per's hotter than when he came wooin* me 
first. Indeed, lassie, if you were to ask me 
if Fm happier, I think I could not say I am. 
That butler's a weight on my mind; and 
your father says I should have a housekeeper. 
But never a she will put her foot in to keep 
this house — that I'm determined on. I 
dread the Bailie, but I will not give in to 
him on that point. See what it is that man 
wants, Nelly. I'm sure I'll be worried to 
death; and they're for ever runnin' out an' 
in. I'm never let alone. They're in every 
corner turning up dishes and covers and 
carrying scuttles. Oh, it's a wearisome thing 
to be grand ! Speak to him, Helen." 

VOL. I. L 
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It was Macnab ; he was standing with his 
hand on the door. There was a party, he 
said, from the Works, who wished to see the 
master; did Mrs Govan know when master 
would be back ? Would the party wait ? 

Nelly inquired into the visitor's appear- 
ance; it was not Walter Wilson, as she at 
first thought. Durrand was his name — ^Abel 
Durrand. 

Nelly turned to hide the crimson flush 
which overspread her face, as Abel's name 
was announced. Had not her whole conver- 
sation with her mother been dictated by 
thoughts of him ? 

" If it's a workman, and he's civil," cried 
Mrs Govan, " tell him to clean his feet and 
he'll get to the kitchen." 

" Oh no, ma'am," said Macnab, with much 
fire and resolution ; " he can't come among 
us." 

"Did you ever?" ejaculated Mrs Govan, 
appealing to her daughter. "Tell him to 
walk up and down outside, and the Bailie 
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will maybe see him when he steps down from 
his carriage." 

Nelly only replied by going to the door 
and saying, " Come in, Abel." 

Abel was rather taken aback by the frank- 
ness of the reception accorded to him. He 
had come with the purpose of announcing to 
the Bailie that it had been determined by a 
combination of trades - unions to strike, if 
higher wages were not granted. He had not 
expected to be met in a kindly spirit at the 
door of the boiler-maker's mansion. Indeed 
he had armed himself with an inward spirit 
of opposition ; and though he remembered 
more strongly than he liked that the girl 
who had been pursued into St Mungo's Court 
was the daughter of the man to whom he 
was about to make an unwelcome announce- 
ment, he overcame the recollection by re- 
membering the crowd of workmen to whom 
a rise of wages was so important a matter 
in the way of food and raiment. 

He had the expression of his opposition in 
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his face, when Nelly, smiling, asked him to 
come in. It had been greatly helped by the 
pomposity of Macnab. Abel, with the pre- 
judice of his class, regarded the whole region 
of flunkeydom as one only deserving the con- 
tempt of honest men. He saw in its mem- 
bers a certain loathsome imitation of those 
who paid them — an imitation which exagger- 
ated the defects of manner, and presented 
none of the gracious qualities of the people 
imitated. Abel's feeling as he looked at 
Macnab was that of simple pugnacity; he 
would like to hit him on the nose ; it would 
reduce his attitude to one of common human- 
ity, he supposed. 

And there may have been some excuse for 
AbeFs resentment. Macnab was beginning 
to feel his power in the house. He held no 
compromising secrets; he could not spring 
a mine upon the master's wife, or take fees 
for abandoning any of his master's daughters 
to unlicensed caresses ; nobody in the house 
had committed a murder ; there was not the 
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shade of a mystery anywhere, not even a 
breach of the seventh commandment ; — yet 
Macnab, as a person who had walked the 
corridors of noblemen, and set their tables, 
and waited on them and heard them talk, 
and handled their throats and chins, and 
been at their feet and elbows, was somehow 
a power in the mansion. Mrs Govan, while 
afraid of him, had overcome her first nervous 
dread. She no longer called him " sir " at the 
end of his interrogations. But she, and occa- 
sionally her husband, when a question of eti- 
quette came up, felt that Macnab was not a 
person to be trifled with. And the sense of 
power which grew in the butler from day to 
day naturally showed itself in his demeanour 
to those who solicited interviews at the door. 
As Abel looked at him, clad in the plush of 
a servitude which he and his knew nothing 
of, with a haughtiness in his air which 
Abel — ^who had never seen a duke, nor in- 
deed any member of any class which was 
not engaged in either directly producing or 
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distributing goods — thought must be the 
maimer of a feudal potentate, he resented 
him. 

It was in this attitude of restraint that 
Nelly Gk)van found him standing at the 
Athenian portico of the house. 

" Come in, Abel," she said ; and the dele- 
gate of the unions came, a little abashed and 
surprised, into the haU. 

Nelly led him into the library, and the 
door closed behind them ; — ^they were in such 
excellent condition, the doors of the mansion, 
that they always seemed to obey the wishes 
of those who used them. 

Abel was generally able to look people in 
the face; indeed most people thought he 
looked too boldly and directly; but he fol- 
lowed the Bailie's daughter into the library 
almost humbly. 

" Sit down, Abel," said Nelly, and her voice 
trembled. 

" Thank you. Miss Go van, Fd rather not, 
if you please," repUed Abel, still embarrassed. 
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"You see it's your father Fd like to speak 
with, Miss Govan. We're — we're meditating 
a strike, and I want to tell him the terms." 

" But he haisn't come in, and won't be, I 
think, for a few minutes — ^for half an hour 
perhaps." 

Strike or no strike, it seemed to make no 
diflference to the young lady. 

Abel relaxed the pale severity of his coun- 
tenance, smiled on her, but did not sit down. 
They then looked at each other freely ; how 
was it that they looked as if they had hardly 
been separated since their last meeting ? In 
their absence they had thought so much of 
each other, they had in spirit talked so much 
to each other, that now they actually met it 
seemed as if there had been no separation. 

On the contrary, during that absence they 
had, without meeting, grown in each other's 
acquaintanceship by some unseen but power- 
fully felt process of mind and heart. When 
they looked at each other, therefore, it was 
as if they had interrupted a conversation a 
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little ago, which they took up now without 
sense of a long intervening interval. Abel 
was standing with his hat behind his back ; 
Nelly looked at him, with her hand on a 
writing-table, a questioning glance in her 
eyes. 

Yes, they had been thinking of each other. 
She knew it, and he knew it; and though 
there was silence there was an interchange of 
smiles. 

" Are you all well at St Mungo's Court ? " 
asked Nelly, meaning little Davie and Abel 
himself. 

" Thank you, yes. Miss Go van — except that 
the cupboards are a little thing short. The 
big families haven't enough to eat ; and Fm 
here to tell your father, and to ask him to 
increase their wages." 

" Have you not enough to live upon ? " she 
asked, feeling the hardship proximately for 
Abel and remotely for other people. 

"Enough and to spare for myself. And 
I could draw seventy pounds a-year more as 
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secretary of the Boiler-makers' Union, if I 
liked; but Tin only one man, and no ex- 
penses. The hardship doesn't fall on me ; 
it's the married men who feel it." 

"You " and Nelly framed a question 

which she did not ask. 

"No, Miss Govan, I've never had any 
thought of marriage — never." 

But why so vehement? Nelly blushed 
and turned pale, and the glance that passed 
between them was this time full of earnest- 
nes8, severity. 

Abel had forgotten that he was in his mas- 
ter's mansion ; he had laid down his hat, and 
was standing at the mantelpiece, leaning his 
elbow at the side of a marble timepiece. 

It was not the attitude of a workman. 
NeUy, as she looked at him, forgot that he 
was a workman, or was rapidly forgetting, 
when she burst out — "It is a shame that 
you should work with your hands. You are 
fit for so much better things. You should 
rule, you should not serve." 
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" Nay, my father and my father's fathers 
for centuries have wrought with their hands. 
It's no hardship — ^if I could rule myself I 
should be pleased. That's a mastery I strive 
for every hour of the day." 

" But if you are strong, why should you 
not rule others ? " asked Nelly, feeling that 
this man's power over her was more than she 
could endure. Abel put out his hand and 
touched her shoulder; she did not shrink 
from him ; he bent his head, and they kissed 
each other. 

" God forgive me ! " he cried, picking up his 
hat and rushing to the door. 

And Nelly leant at the place where his 
elbow had been, and her tears fell through 
her fingers upon the fender. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE ' EVENING RAY/ 

Bailie Govan's office was in the heart of 
Lumside, miles from the Works. It was in a 
street sacred to the great manufacturers, lead- 
ing at one end into the Square, where the 
Bailie hoped he would yet stand in marble or 
enduring bronze for the delectation of the 
eyes of succeeding generations. 

Though the transactions in Coal Street 
were on an enormous scale, the interiors of 
the offices corresponded but little to the 
magnitude of the wealth. There was indeed 
an affectation of meanness and dinginess; 
some of the wealthier men in the street even 
affected rusty coats and shabby breeches. 
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though they exacted a high standard of dress- 
ing from their ill-paid clerks. 

The Bailie was not one of those who dressed 
meanly. Since he had gone up to the pin- 
nacle of gentility, he was more careful of his 
personal appearance than he had ever been. 
But his office was as mean-looking as that of 
the great dry-goodsman over the way, whose 
figures in bank-stock, &c., totted up to seven 
hundred thousand pounds ; at least the out- 
side room where the clerks worked was as 
mean; when you penetrated to the great 
presence in the inner sanctum there was 
more luxury. 

There was a cupboard among other things, 
from which Bailie Govan could extract a very 
fine kind of champagne when he liked. It 
contained, besides, an excellent assortment of 
high-class brandies. 

The eflFect of a glass of good brandy in 
clinching a contract was well known to the 
boiler-maker. Besides, it had a strengthen- 
ing effect upon his own mind. It was a 
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standing joke among the gay youths outside 
the Bailie's door, who sat upon lofty stools 
and looked forward one day to being inside 
sanctums of their own, that at such and such 
a moment the small autocrat to whom they 
were articled was lifting a brandy-bottle to 
his lips. The only ground, however, for such 
a charge was, that the autocrat permanently 
smelt of peppermint. 

There was no doubt, on a certain day this 
winter, that the little man did more than 
once soothe an inward excitement by helping 
himself to " a thimbleful." It was the day 
after he had made the longest speech of his 
life in the Town Council of Lumside. It was 
a speech in which he had advocated the de- 
struction of what was known in Lumside 
as " slums " — a wholesale destruction which 
would include a large portion of the dingiest 
regions of the town. The Bailie had, through 
his lawyers, already acquired as many of the 
" slums " as he thought he might sell to the 
corporation for a profit, in the event of his 
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scheme being axjcepted. In the meantime, 
he dwelt in public upon the disadvantages of 
bad air to the working masses. He posed as 
a champion of the people. And on the out- 
side edge of the '' slums " he had purchased, 
he had reconstructed premises, over the door- 
way of which appeared a signboard with gilt 
letters, calling attention to the fact that the 
* Evening Ray ' was published there. 

The Bailie was not a man who did things 
without foresight. 

The 'Evening Ray,' under the editorship 
of Mr Hadwen, whom we have already met, 
was to support him through the most trying 
part of his public career, until he was ulti- 
mately knighted at Windsor. But there wa^ 
to be no money lost on it. The corporation 
having accepted his scheme for clearing the 
" slums," should buy out the ' Evening Ray ; ' 
by the time it came to that*, the knighthood 
would have been earned, and personally he 
would have no more use for the paper. It 
was a speculation, to be sure, but a specu- 
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lation based upon knowledge. He meant 
to value the paper as a business at twenty- 
five thousand pounds, when the corporation 
bought the " slums." In the meantime, 
nobody except the judicious Hadwen and 
Gordon & Muddock knew that the busi- 
ness was his. 

The first issue of the * Evening Ray ' had 
been well advertised. It was a new venture, 
and nothing like it had been seen in Lumside 
before. It was placarded on all the hoardings 
weeks before it appeared. Its name was in 
the windows of all the public-houses. A car- 
riage and pair, the horses' ears adorned with 
white satin hangings, had gone through the 
chief streets for a week, and a hand had 
thrust out countless little tickets bearing the 
name * Evening Ray ' in the centre. 

The men on the tops of omnibuses, who 
drove out to the suburbs, discussed the pros- 
pects of the * Ray.' An army of newsboys 
had been marshalled for its distribution. 
The news-agents, being dominated by the 
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morning papers, who had wires all the way 
to Fleet Street and reporters in the House of 
Commons, would not take it up. But that 
could be ignored, for the amount of industry 
on the streets which was committed to its 
circulation was more than enough. 

Hadwen sat in the editorial room as much 
alone as he could be on the momentous day. 
He had been appointed to the editorship of 
the * Ray ' because he had successfully edited 
the journals of travel of some ambitious iron- 
masters. 

Neither the lawyers who selected him, nor 
the magistrate who paid him, were aware that, 
even for the conduct of a small evening paper, 
there is required a slight apprenticeship to 
the work of rapid writing. Hadwen had no 
such apprenticeship. He sat for an hour 
over a couple of columns of speeches in one 
of the morning papers intent upon a rousing 
leader, but somehow the leader would not 
come. 

" John Bright, the tribune of the people," 
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he set down half a score of times, but no 
farther could he go. 

*' This is the nineteenth century," he tried 
in another key. 

"The age we live in is one which," he 
wrote and rewrote, but he was always 
obliged to tear up his manuscript and toss 
it into the brand-new basket he kept at his 
side for " rejected contributions." 

Hadwen had looked forward with great 
pleasure to rejecting contributions; it was 
a surprise to him that his own manuscript 
should be filling, leaf after leaf, the institu- 
tion he had purchased for the humiliation of 
others. He had not been two hours at his 
desk before it was knee-deep with leaves. 

'' Copy," shouted a small boy with a black 
smudge on the side of his nose. 

" To with you ! " said the editor, 

thrusting his hands wHdly through his hair. 
But the boy was not absolutely new to his 
profession. He had been " devil " to a Tract 
Society, and the popular authors of ' Conso- 
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lation to Believers/ 'Hope for the Best/ 
&c., &c., had habituated his ears to much 
more astounding language than the dis- 
tracted Hadwen hurled at him. The devil 
only leant his small elbow on the desk and 
waited with the philosophic patience of his 
tribe. 

Hadwen sharpened his pencil and began 
again — " The age of the steamboat, the tele- 
graph wire, and Bailie Govan," but it would 
not do. 

" Go round the comer," he said eventually, 
taking a shilling from his waistcoat-pocket, 
"and fetch me a tumbler of whisky." 

"Gode!" cried the astonished devil; **a 
tumblerfu' ! " Then brightening up, he said, 
as he went out, " But they'll no gie him't for 
a shillin'." 

Hadwen looked at his watch excitedly ; he 
had been two hours at work and produced 
nothing ; at four o'clock the paper was to be 
in the street. 

Presently two compositors strolled into the 
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room and hung about ; they wanted " copy," 
they said. The paper was to be locked up 
at two o'clock ; the leader would need to be 
in type half an hour before. Hadwen sent 
them away. 

Then the boy came back with the whisky. 
He swallowed it ; inspiration came, and two 
small pages were the result of ten minutes' 
inspired deliberation. 

The door opened again ; this time the fore- 
man compositor entered. He was a shaggy 
mortal, with a head like a Highland bull, and 
had a masterful disposition. He looked upon 
leader-writing with contempt, and was dis- 
posed to show no mercy to one who had not 
the art to keep time with the printers. 

"Is that a'?" asked the foreman, lifting 
Hadwen's manuscript, with an accent of dis- 
gust, " We'll never have a column o' leadin' 
maitter in the day at that rate." 

" But we must," said Hadwen, in an agony, 
hearing the steam hissing in the machine- 
room, and the shout of fifty small boys who 
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had gathered in from the streets in order to 
sell the ^Ray.' 

" We've gotten a' the copy we want except 
the leader. If you wad let Macfadyen clip 
a column frae the * Saturday Review ' or the 
* Spectator/ ye micht pit your stuff at the 
beginning and the end o't. Naebody wad 
ken." 

Macfadyen was the sub-editor. He had 
been a book-canvasser and a schoolmaster in 
his time, and had been retained by Hadwen 
to manage the paste-pot. He returned with 
a column of generaUsation upon recess 
speeches,-half of it in a trenchant sparkling 
style, cut from the * Saturday Review,' half 
of it in a vein of philosophic meditation, cut 
from the * Spectator.' 

"Noo," said the foreman to his editor, 
'^pit a word in at the beginnin' aboot oor 
toonsman, Mr Chumley — oor respected toons- 
man — an' his advice to the Leeberal Asso- 
ciation. Then pit a word at the end, apply- 
ing the whole to Lumside — a line'll do't." 
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Hadwen mechanically obeyed the foreman's 
directions, and the man with the shaggy head 
departed, winking to the department of the 
paBte-pot as he passed up-stairs to his men, 
who were hanging about their cases waiting 
for " leading copy." 

In half an hour it was back in the editor's 
hand, and he read it with the same glow 
of pride as if it had been his own com- 
position. 

Thus in due time was launched the 
'Ray.' 

Bailie Govan's confidential clerk stood in 
at the machine-room, and got away the first 
three copies. . . . 

It is worth looking into the Bailie's private 
room in Coal Street, where he is standing 
with the new print expanded upon his desk. 
For the first time in his life he sees one of 
his own speeches reported at full length. He 
put his thumbs in the armholes of his waist- 
coat, and gazed without reading. He never 
felt so expansive, so much like as if he could 
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" flee up." There were three columns of him- 
self in favour of the abolition of " slums.** 
He had been eloquent and pathetic in the 
Council, but the morning papers had concen- 
trated all his pathos into a few meagre lines. 
Here, however, he was in full — and better 
still, here were two columns of personal bio- 
graphy. " Our Captains of Industry *' was 
the heading to a series, of which he himself 
was article number one. 

Never had he been done such justice to. 
He was praised on all his sides,— praised as a 
philanthropist, praised as a warm man, judge, 
inventor, and future ruler of the municipality. 
He stopped for a moment, — this man who 
had stolen his brother's birthright — who 
meant to sell the interests of his town for 
the highest consideration he could get for 
them — who, where money was concerned, was 
prepared to steep his soul in any baseness, — 
he stopped, and a glow of thankfulness passed 
through him. He felt that God was on his 
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side, and he thanked Him in his back room, 
among his accounts and papers, contracts and 
complaints, mumbling a prayer with perfect 
sincerity. And he believed, thinking of 
Windsor, that " God " would yet do a great 
deal more for him. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



WILL YOU MARRY ME f 

" The short and the long of it is, Jenny, Will 
you many me ? " 

The speaker was Walter Wilson, and he 
was leaning over Jenny Govan's piano in the 
little drawing-room at the Works. They had 
been talking a good deal to each other; 
Walter had been hinting his love, had ex- 
hausted his own patience, Jenny throwing 
misconception in his way, and had finaUy 
broken into a request which there was no 
misunderstanding. 

" No, Walter Wilson," said the girl, stand- 
ing up apparently immovable in her face and 
figure, "I will not marry you. You have 



WILL YOU MARRY ME? 185 

told me that you have been taken into part- 
nership by my uncle. Good and well ; you 
know best. I suppose it's the way of the 
world, that when one man sows another man 
shall reap. But my father has been told that 
he must leave the Works ; I suppose it is to 
make room for your lordship. Oh, the scent 
on your handkerchief is delightful ! There 
never was such a dandy ! You are a beauti- 
ful curled darling! But don't come asking 
me to marry you, Walter Wilson. Tm a 
pauper, and the daughter of a pauper. Look 
higher. There are cousins enough up the 
hill who will be as glad to marry you as 
their father was to make you supplant my 
father." 

" Jenny, you are cruel to tell me this " — 
and he approached her. 

" And you are presumptuous to come near 
me when you know I have no defender." 

" Jenny, I want to defend you all the rest 
of my life. I will break this partnership if 
it is to interfere with our engagement." 
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" Our engagement, forsooth ! We were 
never engaged. Better leave the room, 
Walter Wilson, and find your hat in the 
lobby and go away." 

Walter Wilson stumbled to the door. He 
had come to tell her how his uncle had 
signed an agreement by which he entered into 
a minor partnership with BaiUe Govan. She 
was the first he had told ; she was the first who 
told him that Thomas Govan was " sacked." 

The young engineer walked into the pitchy 
streets and down the black lanes, more mis- 
erable than ever he had been in his life 
before. 

Jenny took three turns round the little 
drawing-room, sat down at her piano, and 
played as if a frenzy were sweeping through 
her. 

Then she stopped, and the cry of her suf- 
fering was the strong cry of a brave young 
life, determined for its father's sake not to 
abandon hope. 
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CHAPTER XVL 



THE FIRST KISS. 

" God forgive me ! " Abel Durrand had cried 
in his master s library, snatching his hat and 
rushing to the door. 

Abel had never kissed a woman in his life 
before ; he had lived little under their influ- 
ence ; his temptations had been few ; it was 
a revelation to him that he should have had 
so little mastery over himself as, on an occa- 
sion like that at Park Square, to insult Miss 
Govan. To insult ? But that was just what, 
as he sped along the West End of Lumside, 
he could not tell. Was he to be happy or 
miserable ? There was no doubt about the 
kiss itself; Abel liked it. He could not be 
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miserable in the recollection of it. It was 
delightful ! Yet as he turned into the West- 
End Park and walked under the tall elms, 
through whose bare tracery he could see the 
first of the stars, he was not happy. He had 
snatched the kiss; it was not freely given. 
And though, looking down into the deep 
wells of Nelly Govan's eyes, he had dis- 
covered in that electric moment both love 
and assent, now that he was alone he was 
overwhelmed with doubts. He tried to still 
the beating of his heart, seating himself on 
the frosted edge of a park seat, and telling 
himself that he was a guilty fool, who had 
betrayed the cause of the thousands of men 
which had been intrusted to him, for what ? 
What right, he asked himself, had he to be 
thinking of love, when he was sent with a 
mandate from the unions to Bailie Grovan 
himself ? " Love, indeed ! Love, forsooth ! " 
cried Abel between his teeth, tramping over 
the hard-frosted grass of the park. " I love 
Miss Govan — I, the mechanic ! — she the 
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daughter of the greatest boiler-maker in the 
kingdom ! " 

Then there would come back the remem- 
brance of that hasty kiss and the look of 
assent, and Abel, blind, bewildered, agitated, 
strode across the park, backwards and for- 
wards, round and round about, until he knew 
the gates had long been closed. He tried to 
think of the importance of his mission, what 
it meant to the iron- workers of Lumside in 
improvement of home and wages, and how 
he should lead and hold out against the 
boiler-maker and his colleagues. 

Time after time he summoned all the 
responsibility of his position before him. He 
led the leaders of the union. He it was who, 
in the last resort, should decide the fate oi 
many thousands of wives, husbands, and chil- 
dren. His advocacy must settle for many 
of them whether they must attempt to hold 
out through the fasting season of the men's 
abstinence from work, or whether they should 
leave Lumside and take their talents to the 



190 KING CAPITAL. 

Mersey, the Tyaey or the Thames; or even 
whether they should in any great numbers 
cross the seas to Australia, or Canada, or 
America. 

It cannot be said of him that he did not 
feel his responsibility ; it seized his brain in 
great waves and pulsations. Then he Would 
look up, and a gleam of starlight in a foun- 
tain would bring up another set of experi- 
ences. She had kissed him, she had smiled 
on him, she loved him ! Why should he not 
love her ? In time why should he not raise 
himself to her level and — and marry her ? 
Love her and be traitor to his clients — that 
was what appalled him. Yet for hours after- 
wards the imprint of the kiss was still the 
thing uppermost with him. 

He had the great fight to fight,, reljdng 
much on himself and little on other men ; 
but what was this that had happened ? More 
nerve in his arm, a fuller flow of blood at his 
heart, a keener and more luminous under- 
standing of things. " I am in love," he said 



THE FIRST KISS. 191 

more quietly, as he let himself out at a wicket 
behind the park lodge. " It may help me to 
help others who have loved. I will try to 
think of her as if she did not belong to the 
capitalists. I may never see her again ; but 
even screened by the darkness, I shall know 
that she is thinking of me, and wishing me 
well." 

. • . ' . • . • 

St Mungo's Court was not very attractive 
to him as he turned into it later in the even- 
ing. A thick fog hung over it and pene- 
trated all its comers ; its lamps were yellow 
and blurred, and the figures that crossed it 
were flabby and diffused in the haze. Fumes 
of whisky floated indefinitely through it, and 
a couple of female voices were calling loud 
taunts to each other from some high upper 
windows. 

Abel paused for a moment to look round 
him; he had not consciously found fault 
with the court before, save when an excep- 
tionally noxious gas made it necessary for 
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him to complain. To - night it jaxred on 
him as it had never done before. He stood 
aside at the door to let three of his fellow- 
workmen pass. They were all more or less 
excited with drink; and he was glad to 
seek the darkness of a cellar-door to conceal 
himself until they passed. 

When he entered his room he was struck 
with its vacancy, and he had never found 
it mean before. There was no carpet on the 
floor — he noticed it for the first time. His 
furniture was all hard and cheerless, from the 
trundle-bed in the recess to the coffee-pot on 
the hob. 

Abel took off his good jacket, and carefully 
folding it, put it away in a plain deal box 
which stood beneath his swinging bookcase. 
Then he sat on the edge of his table, his 
hands clasped behind his head, as if the pres- 
sure of recollection were too much for him. 

" It's too small for me now," he said, look- 
ing to the low ceiling of his roof, and the un- 
curtained window through which the fumes 
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of fog found their way into the room. " My 
ideas have expanded. Curse the boiler-maker 

and Oh sweet brown of the eyes, gentle 

tone of confidence and encouragement ! 

" Is there, for honest poverty. 

That hangs his head, and a' that ? " 

And Abel, with the inclination to sing, sang 
himself a couple of stanzas, until he was 
checked by a hiccoughing voice in the court, 
roaring, "Deil a heed we'se hang, Abel! 
deil a heed, lad ! Hang the boiler-makers ! 
Hang the masters ! Sing awa, man." 

Abel advanced to the window, opened it, 
and looking into the fog, advised his tipsy 
friend to get himself up-stairs and into his 
bed as quick as he could. 

'*Ye may say that," cried a shrill female 
voice from on high. "The auld beast has 
spent hauf his week's wages. Come up here 
at oust, or I'll fling your kit o' tools at ye." 

'* There's no muckle temptation tae gang up 
there," rejoined the tipsy voice in the fog, 
reflectively, while a contemplative clinking 
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of pennies seemed to be going on within his 
pocket. "I've eneuch for a gill," reflected 
the drunken workman, his shadow disappear- 
ing unsteadily to the lamp at the lane. 

"He's a drucken cratur, Mi-s Matheson/' 
cried a stentorian female voice from an in- 
visible window, apparently intended to be 
sympathetic. 

"He's no' ony waur nor his neebors," 
rejoined the drunkard's wife, not appreciat-. 
ing the criticism, closing her window with 
emphasis. 

''Did onybody ever hear the like o' that ?" 
asked the stentorian voice in the darkness, 
waiting vainly for an answer. " An' me 
would hae asked her in tae some fine ham an' 
a drap o' whisky, if she had jist been ordinar' 
civH." 

"I was jist comin' up to see ye, woman. 
I'll be roond in twa minutes." 

" Pit your rasher i' the pan, an' keep the 
watter bilin," put in three voices at once from 
different " airts " of the court, which, though 
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they had no mind to answer the first ques- 
tion, were willing to help the ejaculator 
when there was a question of spoil. 

Abel shut his window, and in his white 
shirt-sleeves stood before the fire. He had 
never thought of marriage nor of love, and 
now he knew the reason why. But that 
kiss! 

" rd better go back to the bridge again," 
he said, resuming his jacket and pocketing 
the key to the ofl&ce of the United Trades 
Boiler-makers. " I don't know the meaning 
of this." 

He got into a tramway-car, which, as was 
the custom of Lumside cars on Saturday 
nights, smelt like the vat of a distillery; 
and as the car loomed through the fog of 
Long Street, he made up his mind to work 
until he had forgotten the kiss. He had some 
arrears of correspondence to overtake, he re- 
membered gratefully, as he let himself into 
the little room, with its extinct fire, its green 
safe, its high desk, and pile of calf- bound 
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statutes upon labour. Abel vaulted on to 
the high stool and wrote letter after letter. 
He was in coiTespondence with industrial 
centres all over the kingdom. He might 
have written letters all night had his head 
not fallen forward on his arms, and fatigue 
closed his eyes in sleep. Then he wandered 
in the Park again, forgetting the affairs 
of the unions and the necessities of the 
masses. He wound up the hill and into the 
Bailie's study, and the question he put to 
the Bailie was not a trades -union question. 
" I want to marry your daughter," he said 
in his dream. And the Bailie, with the un- 
surprised expression of people in a dream, 
answered politely that he would have to do 
something to win her. What ? Just a little 
thing in stocks and shares, like one of his 
own clerks, who had made thirty thousand 
pounds lately, while he was in his employ, 
by merely taking advantage of information 
that came to him through his master s letters. 
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Abel in his dream thought the idea a very- 
good one. 

" I have plenty of opportunities," he said ; 
"the United Boilers' funds amount to more 
than sixty thousand, and I invest them all. 
I might speculate with them and make a 
handsome fortune." 

" Nothing to hinder it," replied the Bailie. 
"And as soon as you have thirty thousand 
pounds to your account, call again and we 
will see about giving you a daughter." 

Abel awoke with a start, as he well might ; 
for a tall policeman was standing over against 
his desk, with his lantern full in his face. 

"You're late at work, mister," said the 
policeman, who knew him, and who looked 
compassionately from the blank fireplace to 
the pile of letters. "I had fallen asleep," said 
Abel, shivering, as he recollected his dream, 
and saw the myrmidon of justice. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 



THE FIRST KISS. 

Bailie Govan had taken great care, as a 
first principle in the education of his girls, 
that they should never be kissed by any one. 
To that end he made stringent rules in his 
family, so that all games of forfeits and such- 
like should not be played, if they led up to a 
meeting of lips. 

It was a habit he abhorred on his own part, 
or so he professed. Until there was some 
reasonable prospect of his daughters being 
married, he was determined that it should 
be viewed as an abhorrent practice in his 
house. As a good father who understood 
the value of investments, he had made up his 
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mind that the man who first kissed them 
must be prepared to pay for the luxury, by 
showing proper evidence of a balance at the 
banker's. He might be an old man, or a 
middle-aged man, or a man like Walter 
Wilson, young in years but great in expecta- 
tions ; but there was to be value for value. 

Alas for the schemes of men 1 When he 
came down from his carriage and found 
Nelly in his book-room, Abel Durrand had 
only been gone ten minutes. She who had 
never been beneath the misletoe, who had 
no male cousins to say good-bye to at the 
railway stations, had been kissed by a work- 
man. 

" There was a man from the works here. 
Bailie," said Macnab at the door. "Miss 
Govan spoke to him." 

The Bailie, whose great mind could not 
always withdraw itself with rapidity from 
the subject upon which it was thinking, did 
not respond. 

Nelly had time to walk to the window, to 
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turn violently crimson and pale, to shiver, 
and to come back firm to the fireplace. 

"We couldn't have him in the servants' 
room, BaUie." 

" No, to be sure," said the Bailie. " You 
would see him at the door. What was he 
here for ? " 

" Miss Govan showed him in here. Bailie, 
and spoke to him herself." 

» 

"That'll do. You may go — to the kit- 
chen" said Nelly, with an emphasis which 
startled the butler as he carried his great 
shoulders through the door into the hall. 

" Bless me, woman ! " exclaimed the Bailie, 
not without an emotion of paternal pride, 
" you order about six feet o' plush with great 
effect. I have some doubt whether he ever 
heard a duchess do the thing better." 

" Tuts, father," said Nelly, " I didn't mean 
to order him. And about the man. He was 
here about a strike, or something connected 
with the Works. You will likely see him 
again." 
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"The blackguard! Macnab should have 
cloured him with an umbrella — cloured him 
on the head, or anywhere. I would have will- 
ingly paid the damages of the assault. Did 
he give his name ? But it would be Durrand, 
no doubt. We know all his movements; 
he's well spied upon, little as he thinks it. 
Blackguard that he is ! " 

Nelly could not reply ; the agitation which 
she had turned off by passing to the window 
for a moment came back on her in a wave 
of indignation ; but the Bailie could not have 
told it, as she murmured in a low firm voice, 
" He is no blackguard. Ask Walter Wilson 
about him." 

On the contrary, the name of her destined 
lover reassured the ears of her father, who on 
his own account was a little uncomfortable, 
because that afternoon he had warned his 
brother off his premises and paid him wages 
three months in advance. 

• ••*••• 

Nelly's embarrassments were not, however, 
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done for the day, though her father had not 
cross-examined her. She made curious little 
blunders at the dinner-table, much to Maggie's 
delight, who watched and exposed her with 
the merciless criticism of a younger sister. 
Then she hurried away by herself, and was 
for two hours invisible. 

Something told her that a crisis had occur- 
red in her life — that henceforth she was not 
as she had been before. The meeting of lips 
had as it were set the seal of ownership upon 
her. She felt that she in a manner belonged 
to Abel Durrand ; and she was tranquil and 
glad in the sense of another's possession in 
her. Tranquil in one mood and for a short 
time, but as she tried to connect the event of 
the afternoon with what must probably follow, 
and still keep her relationship to her family 
what it had always been, she had a vague 
misgiving. Love led to marriage; she 
thought of that goal hardly at all ; but still 
it was present to her mind, and she knew 
that her father would rather see her well 
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buried in their brand-new vault that he had 
bought for the family at the cemetery beyond 
the city bounds. 

She shut her eyes, and realised that a 
whole sea of diflSculties had to be overcome if 
she was to be able to acknowledge before the 
world what her heart felt for this man. Nor 
did she think of him as a workman, who 
must remain such as long as he lived. 

Of trades-unions she knew but little, and 
that not much in their favour ; Abel would 
give them up if she wished him, she was 
sure. 

And with his abihties, what was to hinder 
him from rising ? Or if that was not to be, 
there was no terror for her in poverty 1 No ; 
what was poverty? Did not her mother 
sigh for the good, poor, old times, when her 
husband loved her ? 

Nelly took off her bracelets, her ear-rings, 
her brooch, and laid them away in her jewel- 
box. She looked into her wardrobe and took 
out the meanest of her dresses. The bride 
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of poverty, if need be; she would educate 
for it. 

And she had something of a reward; for 
Maggie was sitting at the drawing-room fire, 
and as she entered late in the evening — 

" What a mean old dress, Nell! and I never 
saw you so pretty ! " said she of the shapely 
limbs, staring aJBTectionately at her sister. 

" Thank you, Maggie ; you're very civil. 
I hope there's nothing the matter with you." 

And the sisters settled down in their chairs, 
apparently to read. 

" Did you ever get a kiss ? " asked Maggie 
abruptly, raising her head from her book. 

*' Maggie ! " cried Nelly appalled, while 
she changed colour. How should Maggie 
come to ask such a question? 

*' Miss Propriety ! " scoffed Maggie, return- 
ing to her book. 

**I mean a real kiss, you know — not a 
dumb dab." 

"You fooUsh girl, Maggie!" 
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^* Fm not such a fool, Nell. I have a lover, 
and he has given me a real kiss; I never 
knew anything so nice." 

" A lover ! " said Nelly earnestly, trembling 
for this giddy sister. " Who is he, Maggie ? 
You must tell me ; you must make a confi- 
dant of me." 

" Guess." 

" How can I guess ? " 

" He has beautiful black eyes." 

" Black eyes ? " 

" He can speak French." 

" I don't know him." 

" You do, you do." 

" No, Maggie, I don't." 

" It's Gabriel le Eefugid." 

" How dared he to kiss you ? A French- 
man — a schoolmaster — and you a pupil ! 
Maggie, dear, he might be your grandfather. 
He's fifty if he's a day." 

" I don't care. He loves me, and I love 
him," said Maggie, the tears coming down 
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her cheeks ; " and Til be true to him to the 
end of my days." 

" Oh, Maggie ! foolish girl," said the saga- 
cious Miss Govan. 

" Oh, Nell, you won't say anything to 
anybody." And the sisters clung to each 
other. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE LIFE-SAVING APPARATUS. 

Some men go through life, and, according to 
the nature of their pursuits, remain infants 
in their knowledge of the world. A mechan- 
ical pursuit left Thomas Govan, on the Sun- 
day after his brother paid him off, a perfect 
infant in the experience which should have 
suggested to him how he was to better his 
position. His mind had been full of schemes 
and theories and calculations directed to the 
one end of producing boilers. Each boiler 
was as dear to him as a poem to its poet. 
He had a pride in their perfection, that was 
only thwarted by the inferior iron thrust 
upon him from time to time. He often 
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repudiated the cheap metal out of which he 
was expected to make sound and durable 
organs for steamboats and locomotives, kit- 
chen hearths, and domestic outhouses. His 
repudiation was one of the sources of annoy- 
ance which Bailie Govan found in him. 

"What the devil had he to do with the 
material supplied to him?" 

Thomas insisted that he had everything to 
do with it. Rotten material might mean an 
explosion in the Atlantic or a breakdown on 
the road, with accompanying loss of life. He 
must have sound stuff to work with. 

That quarrel had grown more and more of 
late, when the orders were larger and more 
haste was demanded in turning them out. 
Thomas would not bate a jot or tittle of his 
right to produce safe boilers — boilers which 
could be trusted not to become projectiles 
within a few weeks of being first used. And 
the firm of Govan had owed its prosperity in 
no small degree to the reputation for safety 
and durability in all its products. 
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But the Bailie, who paid an anny of pros- 
perous gentlemen in positions of trust all 
over the kingdom for giving a preference to 
his boilers, thought it too much of a good 
thing that his commissions should go for 
nothing. What did he pay commissions for 
to superintendents and foremen, if he might 
not palm off a rotten boiler on them now and 
again ? They dare not complain if there were 
explosions or other disaster. He paid them 
commissions with such a contingency in view. 
But Thomas, to whom the financial transac- 
tions of the firm were of no account, would 
not see eye to eye with his brother on that 
matter. He did not understand commissions. 
He thought from what he knew of them that 
foremen and superintendents, and suchlike, 
had no right to take them. They were paid 
for their work, and anything got as a gratuity 
was a bribe. Nor was it any use to teU him 
he was "behind the age." His boilers were 
in the first rank with the most admired 

VOL. I. 
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patents in operation upon and within them. 
He was not behind the age. 

" Then, damn it, you must leave the shops," 
said Bailie Govan, as the culmination to one 
of these argumente. 

And so it was that the founder and maker 
of the fortunes of these great works dis- 
covered himself at an age approaching sixty 
adrift and without prospect of employment. 

Father and daughter were in their little 
parlour, which had so much of a seafaring 
look, on the Sunday after it had occurred. 
It is to be feared that boilers, and all the 
sciences which it took to produce them, had 
occupied the mind of Thomas Govan, much 
to the exclusion of his theology ; for he had 
not been to church, and did not feel any in- 
clination to go. He sat with a perplexed 
look in his face and two curves at the side of 
his mouth, which seemed to have appeared 
during the night. 

Jenny, too, was looking less bright than 
she was obviously trying to be. She was 
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much out and in the room all the morning ; 
her grey eyes were swollen and red ; and it 
was with diflSculty that she choked back a 
tendency to hysterical outbursts of crying. 
Her father was taking the darkest view of 
the situation as he leant over the fender and 
swayed backwards and forwards — an unusual 
movement with him. 

" Lassie, you don't understand it," he said, 
in something liker passion than his daughter 
had ever known. "It's easy to say Til be 
better oS in a short time. But I'm no lon- 
ger young, and a position like that which 
Andrew has taken from me is not to be 
got every day. At my age it is not, I fear, 
to be got at all." 

" Well, father, listen to this," and Jenny, 
opening the parlour and drawing-room doors, 
let a flood of melody in upon him. " Don't 
you think there's money in that?" 

" There had need to be, girl." 

But Jenny dimly, through the red halo 
about her eyes, saw ways and means of 
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making her father comfortable, while she 
plied him with his favourite airs, therefore, 
at intervals, and made him sit down to a 
dinner at which the leg of mutton was only- 
surpassed by the crispness of the paste of her 
apple-tart. And she made him drink wine 
too — a thing he rarely did — with the result 
that after dinner he dozed off as if he had 
not a care; while Jenny went away to her 
dark little room up-stairs, and cried over the 
Walter Wilson she had repudiated. She 
thought she detested him. She told herseK 
she did as she lay across the coverlet of her 
little bed, her head pressed nervously against 
the pillow. And she clenched her hands to- 
gether, with her handkerchief in one of them. 
In the darkness which wrapped the household 
about, she put up a little prayer for help, and 
like her father, went off to sleep. 

Thomas Govan was right enough about the 
difficulty of getting employment. Somebody 
was evidently counterworking him. Wher- 
ever he went in Lumside, he saw that his 
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case was known, and that there was nothing 
for him but the cold shoulder. Besides, there 
was something understood to be in the wind 
in the iron trade. Nobody wanted a man of 
his knowledge and experience with the neces- 
sity of having to pay him, should the ex- 
pected crisis occur, whether he was applying 
them or not. 

Day after day he returned to his parlour, 
and each day the look of vexation and de- 
pression had deepened; for all round about 
the little black garden there came the same 
ringing and chiming of strong hammers, quite 
as loud under Walter's management as his 
own. He had got unconsciously to hear the 
roll and clatter of. the yards, and, in a strain 
of quiet egotism, to associate it all with him- 
self. For were not the five hundred strokes 
a second, the chiming and metallic thunder 
of the yard — so musical to his ears — ^his own 
sketches and plans made audible ? And now 
he sat by them ; the men went out and in 
their boilers, laid their hammers to them. 
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shouted among the bogey-engines which ran 
up the siding, yo-heaved at the cranes, and 
he was forgotten. Forgotten in less than a 
week ! and the work, for all the world knew 
or cared, getting as well done as when he 

presided and planned 

" Fve got a queer offer to-day," said the 
ex-manager later in the week to his daughter. 
*' A clerk of Smith the councillor asked* me 
in the street if I would look in and see his 
chief. I did ; and he offered me, as the head 
of one of the local committees, a vacancy 
at the meadows — to keep the life-saving 
apparatus." 

" Would you like that, father ? " 
" Well, you see there's a cottage on the 
edge of the river — we would have it rent fre^ 
— and there's eighty pounds a-year for the 
trouble of it. You can go over and take a 
look at the place, and see if you like it. Fve 
been, and have more than a mind to take it. 
The councillor was very anxious I should, 
and more out of spite to Andrew, I think. 
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than love to me. But we can't consider that 
just now." 

Jenny went over and saw the cottage. 
It lay at the remotest end of a wide, level 
expanse of park to the extreme east end of 
Lumside. The river, broad and deep, flowed 
through the park; the country beyond as- 
cended in a gradual upland of well- wooded 
surface to a horizon less black than any 
which the city commanded. 

The cottage was empty, but to Jenny's eye 
it was evidently a place capable of indefinite 
improvement. Then just outside it, on a 
descending knoll to the right hand and left, 
were flowers in the most exquisite enamel. 

They were meant for the public eye, for it 
was " the people's park." It was the kind of 
mosaic of the gardener's art which the eye of 
a princess might have seen with approval as 
she stepped out upon her palace gardens. 

Jenny surveyed it with delight, and men- 
tally annexed it as a portion of her future 
home. On the whole, it seemed a very para- 
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dise to her after Govan's Works. There the 
ground was trodden black, and would yield 
nothing. Here was a knoll, a river, and 
battalions of orchards studding the prospect 
beyond. 

To be sure, there was the objection that 
her father's emplo3nnent would have to do 
with the recovery of, perhaps, dead bodies; 
for at this broad, deep point of the Side, the 
wretched and disheartened of the community 
frequently came out to drown themselves. 
But, reflected Jenny, it could not be much 
worse than at the Works, where every week 
had its death or its fracture, or some shed- 
ding of blood, in which she often had her 
own share of employment. 

It was quite evening before Jenny h^ 
done inspecting the place and its surround- 
ings ; but before she was done she was in a 
state of high enthusiasm. 

The red sun had set on Lumside, but there 
was a reflection of its last rays upon the river, 
which gave it the aspect of passing amber. 
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Beyond the orchards, though there was no 
sunset, the line of the sky was blue and sweet 
and tender to the eye. 

The girl thanked God for her father's de- 
liverance and her own from the noise and 
clamour of the yards to this gentle outlook 
upon orchards and blue sky. 

Two days later the furniture of Thomas 
Govan had been all carted from the Works to 
the park. No one knew of his change. When 
Walter WUson called on Saturday night to 
explain seriously to father and daughter how 
and why he was manager, he found a house 
vacant from floor to ceiling. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 



Walter's case. 



The young manager was shocked and sur- 
prised as he went over the vacant house of 
his old friend and his daughter. 

He had come to love Jenny with a real 
sincerity of feeling; he could not help the 
circumstances that had made him take the 
place of Jenny's father at the Works. The 
junior — and at present it was a tremendously 
junior — partnership arranged by his uncle and 
Bailie Govan was part of the career prepared 
for him. 

For that matter he would have liked to 
oblige Abel Durrand, and to join his union, 
and do other things for him and the men. 
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And if he had been asked, he would have 
hindered the abrupt termination of Thomas 
Go van's connection with the Works. For 
Jenny's sake he would have done it, even if 
he had not the high esteem for Thomas which 
he entertained. 

But here, on the Saturday night, when the 
regiments of workmen had got their pay at 
the wicket, and were — those of them who had 
not been captured by their wives — ^filtering 
through the ashy streets into dingy pubHc- 
houses, — here was the old manager gone, his 
home abandoned, and nothing but blackness 
to be seen. Walter lit a match as he peered 
into the little kitchen ; a huge rat with glis- 
tening eyes looked at him unabashed over 
the water-pipe. He went into the drawing- 
room, where he had sung ^ duets with Jenny, 
her father applauding from *^ the cabin " across 
the passage at his favourite bits. Nothing 
there but crumpled paper in a corner. Up- 
stairs he went to Jenny's sleeping-room. He 
paused at the door ; he even knocked before 
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he lit a match and entered. Vacant — ^vacant 
like the rest. 

He finished his vestas in Jenny's room, and 
his eyes were moist as he groped his way out 
into the darkness and got into the streets. 

At his rooms there was no comfort for 
him. He saw a bulky package, addressed in 
a bold round hand — Jenny's writing. 

He weighed it ; it was heavy ; and he was 
aware, without opening it, that it contained 
all the little tokens of affection he had given 
her. 

Lifting it up, and hurling it at the half-open 
door which led from his breakfast-room to hii? 
smoking-room, it broke on the wall. Books 
of music ; packages within packages of bright 
gleaming jewellery tumbled loose upon the 
floor ; a leaflet fluttered through the room to 
his feet. It had Jenny's bold round hand on 
it, and the words — " Farewell for ever ! You 
mistook me, and I mistook you ! " 

Walter folded the paper up carefully, 
kissed it, and put it away in a pocket- 
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book, where there was one brown curl in 
tissue-paper. 

" Yes, she mistook me, but I haven't mis- 
taken her," said Walter, feeling so big a lump 
at his throat, that when he tried to dine a 
little later on, he only sputtered and made a 
fool of himself. This was not what the young 
engineer had expected. 

Prosperity had been the silver spoon with 
which he was born. His uncle's wealth, 
which in the course of time was to be his 
wealth, had made his future one of golden 
prospects. 

In the matter of marriage he knew he 
might indulge himself as he chose, his uncle 
being much of a misogynist, and considering 
that one woman was likely to be as good as 
another. But here was the girl of his choice 
spuming him : it was unjust ; it was unkind ; 
it was like Jenny's vehement, fiery way. 
But if she thought he was to be turned aside 
in that style she was much mistaken. 

How he would have liked to compel her to 
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listen to that reasoning. But at present 
there was nothing for it but to sit down in 
solitude and grieve. He thought a cigar and 
a little ** grog " with it would help him over ; 
but long before the cigar was done, he found 
himself too miserable to rest. 

He looked up at his clock — ^there was an 
invitation for him somewhere which he had 
forgotten. There were two, three invitations. 
He was a most popular young man; but 
how could he go from room to room in the 
West End squares, hopping with an armful 
of green and gold, or pink and snow, inside 
which was a more or less plump person for 
whom he cared nothing, and could not find 
a word to say ? If it had been Jenny now ! 
But it would not be Jenny ; it would be Miss 
Camlachie or Miss Kelvingrove, all in a hurry 
to abandon their solitary beds, and to become 
the manifold mothers of infants. 

Good and well ; but he had no S3nnpathy 
with it that night. In his misery he went 
out into the street and strolled to his club. 
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Clubs were clubs in Lumside. Walter had 
been balloted in a few weeks before as one of 
the great firm of Govan, and had paid fifty 
pounds as his entrance-fee. 

In the hall he found the Bailie perspiring, 
and getting himself enfolded in a multiplicity 
of outer wrappings. He was red and loqua- 
cious, and had evidently been dining freely, 
for he seized an umbrella as Walter ap- 
proached, and with disagreeable vehemence 
thrust the point into the junior partner's side. 

" Come 'long wi' me, Wilshon," stammered 
the magistrate, his eyes looking white and 
fishy in the purple rotund of his face, — 
" come 'long wi' me. Lotsh fun Parkshquare. 
Room in carridge for ye." 

" Do you know where your brother is ? " 
asked Walter, abruptly. 

" I say wi' Cain, am I my brosh keeper ? 
Whatsh metter, Walter ? " 

" Only this, that the manager's house is 
empty and all the furniture removed," — fol- 
lowing him to his carriage. 
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The Bailie leant back in it, then putting 
his head down, replied — 

"Itsh an ansher to prayer. Everything 
succeesh wi' me. He'll shave firm thousands 
a-year. He s a fool. We'U never hear of 
him more. Park Shquare ! " 

There was not much consolation in that. 

Walter went up to the billiard-room, which 
was well filled with elderly men in evening 
dress, most of them perspiring, most of them 
bearing large stomachs in front of them, and 
many of them talking in loud, rasping tones. 

" Here's the other half of the firm," cried 
one middle-aged coal-owner, " an' it's sober. 
Here, Wilson, give us a game. There's hardly 
a man o' them can stand to his cue." 

And it was true. The room was full of the 
iron and coal interest, and that was an inter- 
est which approved of gorging itself down- 
stairs. 

Walter took up his cue and played, making 
his pockets with much noise and precision as 
his high state of nervousness dictated. He 
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won and lifted a couple of sovereigns, and sat 
down at a side-table. 

The babel of sound was terrible. An old 
gentleman on the brink of the grave was 
whispering about the legs of an operetta-danc- 
er, then fulfiUing a fortnight's engagement, to 
a neighbour not much younger than himself. 

" Ah, to hell with Lord Auld ! " cried out 
another, discussing a mining decision by 
which he had lost fifteen thousand pounds 
in the courts. 

" He's a puppy, and should never have been 
shoved from the bar." 

A group of six were holding their fat sides 
at *^ Sandy" Laird's latest — an anecdote em- 
bodying much impudence and filth, and 
which the person on whom it was fathered 
would probably have repudiated with em- 
phasis. 

Walter escaped into the street again more 
miserable than ever. 

To what amusement should he go to dis- 
tract his attention? 

VOL. I. P 
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** I say, Wilson, is that you ? " a male voice 
exclaimed, and he was hurried into a hansom 
and driven through a variety of streets to 
what was called familiarly " Jones's." 

It was one of the several music-halls of 
Lumside, where the jeunesse doree got rid 
of their heavy evenings, and of a wonderful 
deal of money. 

There was a flashing bar at the very en- 
trance of the hall; at it simpered three 
sirens in yellow hair, and lounged a niimber 
of youths magnificently dressed, who drank 
champagne and other liquors that gave them 
the opportunity of changing gold. 

They were all young, but several of them 
had their three or four horses in stable, and 
their yacht of twenty tons lying dismantled 
in some nook of the western lochs. Wilson 
was well known to the group then drinking. 

He drank, too, freely — as freely as any of 
them ; and turning from the bar to the stage, 
saw a ballet moving airily from the wings to 
the footlights, but the individuals of it he 
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could not make out. It was a mere fantasia 
of limbs and waving muslin to him, with a 
sea of round heads intervening, each head the 
base of a small pillar of blue smoke. 

After the ballet came a sketch of manners 
by a versatile creature with a great many 
turns to his voice. From being a distin- 
guished nobleman in one suit and run of 
verses, he transformed himself into a coster- 
monger ; he was a German count and a Par- 
isian sweep ; he was a tippler finding his 
way home at night and applying his little 
finger to the latch ; he was a clergyman kiss- 
ing the innocent maids who came to inquire 
about their souls : and as he passed from 
character to character, shouts of approving 
laughter, volumes of approving tobacco- 
smoke, ascended to the star-spangled ceiling. 
Presto ! he was gone, and two niggers, with 
an infinite expanse of slippers to their heels 
and their toes, stood making obscene ges- 
tures, and then started oflF to gyrate wildly, 
and to belabour each other with sticks. That 
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was not so amusing, and the audience turned 
to look at the ''swells" quafl&ng champagne 
at the bar. The majority of the audience 
were junior clerks. The "swells" — sons of 
men known among them for the immensity 
of their transactions — ^were their admiration 
and envy. 

In vain the niggers danced and broke cudg- 
els and flat-boards over each other's backs ; 
in vain they essayed the double shuffle and 
whooped with the war-cry of Abomey of 
Dahomey. Here were young men who took 
gold from their pockets in handfuls; who 
drew three bottles of champagne before they 
fouDd one glass to their mind ; and who in 
fits of audacity did not object to be seen 
kissing the maids at the bar. And no poor 
pale youth in the audience, with his glass of 
ale before him and nothing in his pockets, 
but envied the masters' sons among them 
who could air their plenty in that fashion. 

But the news had reached the green-room 
that there was spoil among the Philistines ; 
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by special invitation the little knot forsook 
the bar and slowly passed up the gorgeous 
corridors to the other bar known by that 
name. 

It was a green-room only in the sense that 
it was meant for the use of green young men 
who were willing to pay for the privilege 
of addressing the " artists " of the hall. It 
also had a bar and abundance of champagne ; 
in these high quarters no other drink was 
popular. 

The noisy young men made an irruption 
into the place, peal after peal of laughter 
announcing a high condition of jocularity 
among them. 

The sirens were there waiting them, and 
without invitation, each of the little group 
had a spangled and bare-bosomed wench at 
his knee. The poor wretches poured tales of 
affection into their ears; took off, some of 
them, their costly rings, and put them on 
their partners' fingers; drank and kissed; 
kissed and drank. 
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Ah, Jenny I what is this you have done in 
your haste ? Your lover, true to you, loving 
you still somewhere inside his muddled head 
and his beating heart, is fondled by a great 
black-eyed creature, whose spine is warranted 
elastic on a thousand posters ; he is murmur- 
ing foolish little words that are the habit of 
his lips begotten of his tenderness to you. 

A bell rings and the ballet is away, having 
in half an hour and in the open light of 
the green-room taken purses which will pay 
them better than the toil of their bodies. 

Walter is driven home, drunk. 
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CHAPTEK XX. 



HYPOCRITES. 

" Well, Dauphinois ! — and the Court of St 
Mungo — and the strike — and the cause of 
humanity, — How do you do?" 

The speaker was Gabriel le Refugio. He 
had been walking backwards and forwards 
in his sitting-room when Abel Durrand was 
shown in to him. It was a sitting-room 
with a fragment of carpet in the centre, the 
floor being waxed all round a great stove 
which was connected with the chimney. It 
was Gabriel's idea of comfort : he brought it 
to Lumside with him from Paris ; he declined 
to accept the local standard of warmth. He 
was not a poodle, he was not a pug-dog, he 



232 KINO CAPITAL. 

contended, to have his rooms envdoped with 
gorgeous carpets, and his windows jsurrounded 
with curtains as thick as bearskin ; and the 
number of the forges were so many, and the 
large chimneys so constantly smoked, that, 
winter and summer, there was not much dif- 
ference in the climate, he said. So he clung 
to his waxed floor and his Parisian customs, 
— albeit it cost him more to get his simple 
tastes satisfied than it would have done to 
do as his neighbours did. 

" But I see a difference on you, Abel. It 
is not the horny hand of labour which I 
shake. Your boots, your coat, your waist- 
coat, your cravat, your collar, your hair, — 
Abel Durrand, you are no longer a mechanic. 
How is this ? " 

Abel was slightly abashed at his reception. 
He had done Gabriel the honour of calling 
upon him in the first suit of clothes which he 
had bought since he had kissed the daughter 
of Bailie Govan. There was nothing in the 
suit to call special attention to it, had it been 
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worn by any other man, — it was only not the 
suit a workman would wear. 

" Fve left the Works," said Abel. 

" Yes ; Govan the manager has been turned 
off. Young Wilson is no longer head of my 
gang ; he's manager and junior partner. IVe 
gone out." 

" The strike has not commenced ? " 

" No." 

" You are not — no, it is not possible — you 
are not forsaking the cause of the men, and, 
through them, of humanity ? " 

" I hope not." 

**H'm!" said Gabriel, looking him over 
suspiciously and turning on his heel. 

" Is this suit of clothes offensive to you ? " 

" It is not offensive — far from it; oh no. 
But the blood of the Durrands, as your 
Geneva Bible tells me, has for centuries 
coursed in the veins of men devoted to 
honest labours; and they have been at the 
shuttle and the silk -loom, at the ribs of 
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ships, at engines, at boilers, and tlieir hands, 
dusted with toil, are clean of all gain more 
than they wrought for. You have put on 
broadcloth, Abel. Faugh ! You will be- 
come a commission - agent ; you wiU be a 
commercial traveller ; you will buy in the 
cheapest, and cheat in the dearest market. 
You will make money — ^far more money than 
any one man is entitled to earn. You will 
grow rich, and I shall hate you. Abel, do 
not vex me with prosperity. You have your 
cause : live for it, die for it ; but do not have 
money in the bank." 

" I've had a little for the last six months — 
hence the obnoxious suit," said Abel, mod- 
estly looking down at his nicely polished 
boots, his well -fitting trousers, and frock- 
coat. 

" Labour has so much need of men like 
you to dignify it," pursued Gabriel. 

" But there's this consideration," replied 
Abel ; "I find that a man who is in the 
position to influence others, as I am, is bound 
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to attend to little details of person. Among 
the boiler- works it matters nothing how Fm 
dressed — among my own mates it matters 
nothing ; but Fve got a different class to deal 
with — the heads of the unions — ^men who all 
dress as I am now dressed, and who take it 
as disrespect if a fellow-labourer shows with- 
out a shirt-collar or with a poor coat. That 
may be foolish of them — I daresay it is; 
Fve nothing to do with that. I've got to 
count that some of my influence is lost if Fm 
not at least as well dressed as they ; and in a 
crisis like this. I can't afford to throw away 
a grain of influence for the sake of an absurd 
aff*ectation of poverty." 

" Ah, that is your English sense : I only 
half like it. But we will not reason. Abel, 
you made my heart sink when you came for- 
ward to me. I thought the new suit meant 
that you had been conquered by a woman." 
The little gentleman came close up to his 
friend, put his hands upon his shoulders, and 
looked into his eyes. " You have not ? " he said. 
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" And if I like, why shouldn't I wear a 
woman's fetters?" 

" Huguenot, you are going to the devil ! " 

" M. le Refugie, you are wrong. I have 
only left the Works to go to the oflELce of the 
boiler-makers' union, and to lift my seventy 
pounds a -year for work done; and I dress 
according to my change of place, and for the 
reasons I've just mentioned. You forget that 
this crisis aflfects the lives of perhaps thirty 
thousand persons, and it is a question of 
politics how it is to be worked ; and a poli- 
tician must be like his neighbours — ^he need 
not be suspected of love." 

Then Gabriel fetched a coffee-pot, and had 
coffee made such as his friend only got at his 
stove-side ; and he had the smallest glass of 
cognac stirred up in his own gem-like porce- 
lain cup — cognac that came from Bordeaux 
direct by the steamer Minerva, while Abel 
went without. 

"You have love enough already, Huguenot," 
said Gabriel, putting his head down among 
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the warm scented fumes. " You have a class 
to save, and through them, humanity. No 
pair of eyes must come between you and the 
greatest work in the world." 

" IVe known but few women," said Abel, 
reflectively. 

" The fewer the better," answered Gabriel, 
still among the fumes. " Keep to your great 
work ; that love will support you for a life- 
time." 

^'Men in my position are not very happy 
in their loves," said Abel, remembering St 
Mungo's Court and the high shrill voices of 
men's wives in the rooms round and above 
him, and the decreasing tempers and increas- 
ing families. " But there must be something 
in it, M. le Refugio. I could imagine " 

" On this subject you shall imagine noth- 
ing, Durrand, — nothing whatever. Once 
begin to imagine, and you are lost. If you 
imagine, I shall suppose that this new mag- 
nificence, this high dandyism, is got up and 
arranged for the eyes of a woman after all." 
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" I could imagine that if a man were al- 
lowed to love " 

" Allowed to love ! Do you suppose a 
woman will refuse the love of any man — of 
any man ? It is their meat, it is their drink ; 
they live for it, they die for it ; they come 
into the world to love, and they are unfit for 
any other function. * Allowed to love ! ' Let 
us talk of something else." 

"You dislike them; perhaps you are un- 
just to them," said Abel, mechanically lifting 
a book of exercises which lay on a chair, ajid 
opening it. " Margaret Go van " was written 
on the first page ; the leaves fluttered open, 
and Abel saw a book, thumb-marked, blotted 
on every leaf — as disgraceful an exhibition of 
reckless writing and careless haste as any 
pupil could have offered to a master. 

M. le Refugio's back was turned at the 
moment. The book was still open when he 
again confronted Abel. 

" Lay it down, sir ! " he shouted in a fury 
— a real fury, as Abel, who knew his friend s 
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rapid alternations of mood from prophetic 
frenzy to motionless meditation, distinguished 
at once. 

He laid the book quietly back in its 
place. 

"It is the book of the daughter of the 
boiler-maker. You see it is bad. writing, it is 
bad English, it is bad French. Yes, I did 
not mean to speak harsh to you, Abel ; but 
there is much to encourage anger when I look 
at that book." 

'^ May I not see it ? " asked Abel, timidly. 

" Why should you ? and why should you 
not ? " asked Gabriel, in a mixture of high 
and low keys in his voice. Abel did not 
detect the agitation which was there ; he 
only scanned the pages of bad writing, bad 
English, and bad French. It was the writing 
of the sister of the girl he loved. A vicarious 
pang of affection went through him as he 
looked at it, hideous scrawl though it was. 
" But what do you talk of love for in this 
country ? " asked Gabriel, vehemently. 
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" I said nothing of it," replied Abel, hastily 
setting the book in its place. 

"You walk for ever beneath a funereal 
cloud of smoke. Your streets are cold, 
hard, and repulsive ; the very river that 
runs through them is poisoned. Your gal- 
leries of art are filled with pictures of mists, 
and shoulders of mountains curtained with 
drizzle — ^hard, old psalm-singing saints of the 
locality, or ' bits ' from the Side. Your lives 
are all lies of respectability and unabashed 
pursuit of money. How should love, that 
exquisite flower of health, and beauty, and 
leisure, flourish among you? you austere 
psalm-singing hypocrites, living between the 
hell of your opulent furnaces and the other 
hell of your expectation in a life to come ! 
Marriage there may be, and a going together, 
and a swarm of infants bred to psalm-singing, 
hypocrisy, and high living, if they are bom 
in the West End; to rickets, indiflFerence, 
and toil, if they are elsewhere ; but no love ! 
Huguenot, you shall come with me to the 



HYPOCRITES. 241 

south one day, to our Dauphin^. Together 
we will drink at the well where your fathers 
drank. You shall see the pearly skies under 
which love alone can come to fruition. You 
shall walk on the verge of the Avar with me, 
while the poplars shed their leaves upon us, 
and the swans swim to our hand from the 
little red-tiled mill at the turn of the river. 
You shall see Marie and Marguerite, neatly 
bodiced, disappear among the vines upon 
the slope, their arms around each other's 
necks, and they sing as they look back with 
lustrous loving eyes. Follow them, Hugue- 
not, for you are young and your blood is 
warm. Marie is for you; for you she will 
untwine her arm; she is waiting. To the 
vineyards of Dauphind 1 " 

And M. le Kefugi^, who delivered himself 
of his amorous rhapsody with shrugging 
shoulders and sawing arms, pirouetted to a 
book-stand, brought down a Villon, and made 
three rapid quotations. 

"Then I have your permission to fall in 

VOL. I. Q 
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love?" said Abel, after his friend had ex- 
hausted himself, and with heaving chest was 
looking into his coflFee-pot. He was solemn 
in a moment again. 

" Let us never talk of such a thing ; let us 
never think of it if we can." 

But when Abel left, M. le Eefugid hung 
over the blurred and disgraceful book of 
exercises written by Margaret Govan. And 
Abel made a long circuit to pass beneath 
the windows of Helen. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

SETTLING THEIR POSITION IN LIFE. 

Mrs Govan was sitting in her "boudore," 
as she called a little apartment nicely cur- 
tained with amber silk hangings, luxuriously 
equipped with low easy-chairs and couches, 
and dimly lit by a shaded lamp. She spent 
a good deal of her time in it, and slept a 
great part of it away, for her occupation was 
gone in the household. 

She was illiterate, and could offer no help 
to her daughters in any of their studies. 
Macnab and the cook between them gave her 
no option in the domestic business of the 
day. Her household was arranged for her, 
so she had a good deal of solitude in her 



244 KINO CAPITAL. 

boudoir. Of late, her daughter Maggie had 
sought her companionship, and sat with her, 
putting strange questions of love and mar- 
riage, which it took her all her time to 
answer with due modesty. Maggie was no- 
thing if not ingenuous, and she puzzled her 
mother, sitting after one of these cross-exam- 
inations for an hour at a time looking de- 
murely into the hearth. 

" Oh, girl ! " said her mother, in alarm, 
" think of your music, and put men out o' 
your head. If that's any o' these fellows in 
plush, just say I'm out." 

It was a footstep indeed, but it was the 
Bailie. 

"What! Margaret here," said the good 
and great man, with a serene and domestic 
expression on his face which it did not always 
wear when he roamed through his mansion. 
He touched her chin as she rapidly passed 
him to the door; the door shut, and man 
and wife were together. 

Mrs Govan was surprised and startled at 
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her lord's arrival. He had not sat down in 
the " boudore " before ; he had merely sniffed 
at the entrance, and thrown a " humph " 
over his shoulder. He now laid himself back 
in a well-cushioned arm-chair, and looked at 
his wife trying to lounge in an easy and un- 
disturbed attitude on her settee. But she 
presently gave up that aristocratic demean- 
our and planted her feet on the carpet. She 
feared him and his power of upbraiding, and 
could not believe that he meant to be ami- 
able. It turned out, however, on this occa- 
sion that he did. 

"Well, wife," said the Bailie, in a tone 
which was almost kindly, and for which the 
large - bosomed matron looked unutterably 
grateful, "how do you think Helen is 
affected to Walter Wilson now?" 

" Oh, I daresay she likes him. Bailie ; but 
she's so close and reserved, I never hear her 
say." 

" Is that all you know, woman ? " abruptly 
inquired the husband; and his wife, feeling 
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sore that she was now to be persecuted, 
looked tiinidlT to the door, as if she woidd 
gladly have rustled through it and have done 
with the interview. "I take it that you 
should intimately know the dispositions of 
the giris, what they are feeling and vrhat 
they are thinking, and that yon shonld be 
able to report the same to me." 

That was a new view to Mrs Grovan of 
her duties as a mother. She hinted as 
much. 

" I have a right to expect it. K you don't 
or cant, who will or will be able? I had 
some thought that Helen's disposition and 
inclinations I could make out for myself, but 
she has baffled me lately. She's incompre- 
hensible a bit. But incomprehensibility in a 
woman is to be looked for. I thought, how- 
ever, that you could at least understand each 
other." After a pause, unbroken on his wife's 
part, the Bailie continued — 

"I would just be as pleased that Helen 
and Walter should not forgather. Walter 
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and Margaret, now, would make a good pair. 
Walter is in that position that he can amply 
support a wife in a good establishment. I 
have other ideas for Helen. Helen has a 
something about her will attract birds of 
another feather than Walter, for whom Mar- 
garet would make an excellent wife. Helen 
might move in the best circles in London, 
and marry a lord without his lordship suffer- 
ing in dignity. And as IVe proposed to my- 
self to wear the civic robes of Lumside within 
a few years, it would suit me to have her 
married to a person of some title or conse- 
quence. Some person with a little influence 
at Windsor would insure me a place for my- 
self in the aristocracy. Money is with me 
almost no object now. I have a large for- 
tune that must steadily make itself larger ; 
it will double or maybe treble itself without 
any exertion on my part. What I desire is 
honour and position." 

"It's a far cry to Windsor," said Mrs 
Govan, inaudibly. 
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" Well, woman, well, have you nothing to 
say?" 

" I think Nelly has her uncle and her 
cousin more in her mind than anything else. 
She has cried like to break her heart about 
them." 

"So much the better," said the good 
father; "no harm in that whatever. It'll 
put marriage out of her mind until such time 
as I present her with the man of my choice, 
— and he's not in Lumside." 

"He treats them as if they were figures 
on a dambrod," said Mrs Govan, again 
inaudibly. 

"Woman," began the Bailie, once more 
endeavouring to stir up his wife to some of 
the enthusiasm he felt for himself, " all my 
plans have prospered. As you know — none 
better — IVe sacrificed a great deal of time 
and energy to the work of clearing the 
* slums.' Well, it would have been reward 
enough to have had my toil recognised as 
the ' Evening Kay ' has recognised it — fully, 
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generously. He's a talented fellow the editor 
of that paper. But no. I must e'en make 
fifty thousand pounds out of it, having just 
by an unforeseen chance invested in a lot o' 
the houses before the corporation took them 
over. It's wonderful, — just as if Providence 
should have said, ^Andrew Govan, your 
labours for the poor of the town shall not 
go unrewarded. Here is a cheque to you 
for fifty thousand pounds. Take it, and may 
it be a blessing to you and your family ! ' " 

Thousands had lost their significance for 
Mrs Govan; she was only conscious at the 
moment of an acute prevision that more re- 
sponsibilities might be heaped upon her. 

It was the case. 

"And what think ye I've done with the 
reward of philanthropy and a little added to 
it ? I've bought a castle, woman." 

" To Hve in. Bailie Govan ? " 

"To be sure. What would I buy it for if 
it wasn't to live in? I'll be upsides wi' Mealy- 
bags, who bought Lord Ilsa's castle, and wi' 
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Sugar-stick, who built a castle on a moun- 
tain lie got for an old song from the Duke of 
Aden. Til be upsides wi' the Provost, too. 
A castle's a castle, and has a fine sound." 

"Where is it?" asked the dumfounderedwife. 

" It's in the valley of Kilwhinn — an ancient 
edifice, for ages in the hands of the Wauchs, 
and now in complete residential order. It 
unites all the architectures, commands a view 
of the Camperton Hills, has a purling stream 
fuU in sight from the vinery, a summer gar- 
den and a winter garden, ample stabling in 
the rear, a loch within easy walking distance, 
and only six miles from the arm of the sea 
where our yacht now lies at anchor. Is that 
enough for you ? Does that not stir you to 
some feeling o' your position in life ? " 

" It fears me, Bailie," said his wife, timidly. 

"There must be no fear in the bosom of 
the wife of the proprietor of Castle Kilwhinn. 
What have you to fear ? The state of agri- 
culture is such, with all these American im- 
portations, that I could buy up the Lindsays 
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and the Edmonstones, the Stewarts and the 
Campbells, who are my neighbours. Glad 
they'll be to hob-a-nob on our own terms 
with us. There's a Wauch — one of the old 
breed — ^beseeched me to let him stop at the 
lodge gate. I like that. It's a sign o' the 
times. Power and position are changing 
hands. A Wauch at the gate to touch his 
hat to a Govan in the carriage. That's as 
it should be. It's the aristocracy of brains 
nowadays. And I wish to God, woman, 
you looked more as if you belonged to it." 

" It's hard to take it all in at once. I can 
hardly be expected to " 

"Yes, you can be expected; but now a 
word o' warning about the girls. Margaret 
is to marry Walter. He's a fine manageable 
feUow, and won't object."- 

" Indeed Margaret has been asking me the 
queerest questions. I think some old beau 
must have touched her heart. She's grown 
so quiet and sensible, too. I positively think 
she's fallen in love." 
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" Then, damn it, she must just fall out o' 
it again. Who is he? Call her in. FU 
make her tell me. Conduct like that is in- 
sufferable. Am I to be nobody in arranging 
the fortunes of my own house ? " 

After a little Maggie came in, with a book 
in her hand. 

" What's this I hear about you ? " 

*^ Nothing to her disadvantage. Bailie," 
said Mrs Go van, in desperation. She had 
been grateful to Maggie for sitting with her 
in her solitude. Mother and daughter had 
recently been more to each other than they 
had ever been. 

" What now ? " asked Maggie, looking her 
father in the face, with an air of defiance. 

"Is that a way to speak to me? Who's 
this lover you've got ? " 

Maggie grew pale, and looked at her 
mother. 

" I never said she had a lover," answered 
that timid woman. 

" God give you grace to speak the truth ! " 
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cried the Bailie. **0n your knees, both o' 
ye, this moment — this moment ! " 

He was in a towering rage. Mother and 
daughter turned their faces to the settee, and 
the Bailie abused them as if they had been 
pickpockets before what he called " the 
throne of grace." 

Having eflfectually put the fear of hell 
upon them, he wiped his perspiring brow 
and left them to their sensations. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 



ABEL AND HELEN. 



The disappearance of Thomas Govan and his 
daughter from the Works weighed heavily on 
the mind of Helen. Day after day she ex- 
pected to hear from Jenny; and when she sick- 
ened at the delay, she had begun to believe 
that father and daughter must have hastily 
gone across the Atlantic, or to the colonies 
to fill some appointment. 

It was very bitter to her to think that the 
cousin she loved so dearly should have for- 
saken her without a word of farewell. Her 
poor uncle she excused. He would do what 
Jenny asked him, and his head would be so 
full of schemes that his affection would hang 
in abeyance for a time. 
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Nelly plied her father with questions, un- 
til at last she got herself to believe that he 
knew nothing of them. 

"I wish Walter and you would let my 
brother alone. He came to years of discre- 
tion some little time ago, and knows his own 
business best," said the Bailie. " I daresay 
he's in America by this time. Berryman & 
Fiske of New Orleans wanted just such a 
man as him. Thomas knew about the ap- 
pointment, and I make no doubt he settled 
with their agent and went abroad. But he 
needn't have been so hufiy after all that I 

• 

have done for him, though Thomas was always 
curiously ungrateful, and took everything 
that was done for him as a matter of course." 
Nelly said no more to him on the subject ; 
she felt that a wall of separation had been 
built up between her and her father of late ; 
she regretted it, but she could not throw it 
down. The girl's uneasiness was not wholly 
due to her cousin's and her uncle's sudden 
disappearance. She had heard nothing from 
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Abel Durrand ; but Walter Wilson had told 
her that he had left the Works. He knew 
nothing more about him, and Nelly could 
not afford to make pointed inquiries of him. 

The more she thought of Abel the more 
she sighed after him ; would he only dare to 
be true to her ? It was with a pang of pain 
and envy that she thought Abel might have 
gone away with her uncle. And he would 
be near Jenny, taking care of her, watching 
over her ! 

She was in that mood of sighing regret 
one afternoon, looking from one of the back 
windows of the drawing-room, listening to 
the chirruping of the spring sparrows who 
were making noisy preparations for their 
nests, when a figure passed swiftly down a 
ladder which was placed between the roof 
and the back -garden. Nelly started, ex- 
claiming, " How foolish I was ! How my 
imagination deceived me ! As if he could 
be there ! " 

Yet she trembled as she stood, and went 
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back and shut all the doors, and with a beat- 
ing heart took her stand at the open window 
again. Presently a head showed itself — a 
head and shoulders — and the bold frank eyes 
of Abel Durrand rested on her. 

"Abel," said the girl, "how ever did you 
come to be there?" 

"To bring you this," answered Abel, 
" and to ask you to forgive me for the 
liberty " 

"What's this?" asked NeUy, picking up 
a letter which she at once saw to be in 
Jenny's handwriting; but she did not read 
it at once, for Abel's body and legs had as- 
cended to the roof after his head, and were 
out of sight. "He will kill himself," said 
Nelly all palpitating, looking hopelessly down 
into the depths, and up to the heights where 
no Abel was to be seen. 

" How can I read a letter from Jenny, and 
death at my very window fighting for my 
love?" But she opened it and read : "Dearest 
Nell, I know your father must have been play- 
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ing pranks with your letters, or you would 
have been to see us ; so I send no more letters 
by poet. The messenger who cames this is 
Abel Durrand, a good fellow, who is leading 
an assault upon your father's money-bags; 
and he is my friend for that very reason. 
But he says he would not find it contrary to 
his principles to oblige you. You need not 
oflFer him any money for his trouble, if he 
succeeds in putting this into your hand — ^he 
i» not that sort of man. 

" Father and I have settled in such a sweet 
spot on the meadows — ^the cottage facing 
south-west, looking to a clean, clear sky. 
We will have Virginia creepers all over the 
walls before summer is done, and blazing 
plots of blue, scarlet, and gold at the door. 
Father is here to keep the river free of sui- 
cides, and he is looking so well. He has a 
workshop at the back of the house, and is 
working out what he calls the last of the 
series of improvements on boilers. He has 
explained it to Abel Durrand, who says it 
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will knock the legs from every other boiler. 
Abel says he sees a fortune in it, if the secret 
is kept; so I trust to you keeping it. A 
dear swallow has come and made his nest in 
my parlour window. The mud and straw 
these birds have carried ! 1 am so proud of 
them. I never saw a swallow before. They 
must be the only ones in Lumside. There is 
only this pair all along the river. Father 
says in his young days they were common, 
but the reek and pollution have driven them 
away. 

" Now, see you come to us at the cottage on 
the meadows, for I am not happy till you for- 
give and are forgiven. Do you ever see the 
new manager ? or is it false that he is to be 
married ? " 

Abel's head was again at the window. 

" I took a friend's job on the chance of my 
seeing you. Fve been very miserable." 

" But you must not be miserable," said the 
girl, bending her head of golden-brown hair 
towards him, while her cheek flushed and 
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glowed. " IVe forgiven you long ago. Don't 
think anything more of it." 

" But Tm bound to think," said Abel's in- 
sinuating voice, as his eyes looked passionately 
up at her. " It was an impertinence ; and 
it was taking advantage of a little service 
accident allowed me to do for you once. Be- 
lieve me, it came upon me all of a sudden, 
dear lady. Now that I have told you, I may 
go away and sleep in peace." 

" But I never was angry. I never regret- 
ted it," said Nelly, softly. 

" Heaven bless you for these sweet words!" 

" They tell me you have gone away from 
the Works. How is that ? " 

" I can hardly say. M. le Eefugid — my 
oldest friend — says I am in love, and that I 
am ashamed of honest labour. It may be ; 
but my work has taken me out of the shops 
to an office of my own." 

"You are no longer a mechanic, then, 
though you are at my window on a me- 
chanic's ladder?" 
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" I am, and I am not/' 

"You will become rich inside an office. 
With your capacity you can't help yourself." 

"Mine is not a money-making office. It 
is merely for issuing instructions to men. I 
shall be poor always." 

" I love poverty," said the voice from with- 
in. " Go up the ladder and listen to this." 
And Nelly sang at her piano Abel's own song 
of defiant attachment to poverty. 

"You will have to go now," said Nelly; 
"a hundred eyes might well be on us." 

" Not yet ? " asked Abel, beseechingly. 
" They say," he continued, " dear lady, that 
you have great power over your father." 

" I had," sighed NeUy. 

" Use it in behoof of the three thousand 
workmen, the eighteen thousand souls I rep- 
resent. Tell him that it is not just that he 
should be so rich — ^he and the rest of the 
iron-men — while those who have invested 
all their capital of years, and strength, and 
hope are left in poverty. Speak to him. 
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dear one, of the faithful service he will re- 

>) 
ceive 

Abel went up the ladder again, his impas- 
sioned harangue broken by the temporary in- 
trusion of Macnab. But Macnab retired at 
once, seeing only his young mistress at her 
window looking down into a court, where 
there was a noise of sparrows pairing. Abel 
came down again, beating with a hammer 
the joints of a water-pipe, with an air of high 
preoccupation. 

"I may never see you again," he said 
plaintively, as he looked in. 

" It will be your own fault if you don't. 
Of course you can't always come to my win- 
dow on a ladder ; that would not do. Now 
that you have an office of your own, I shall 
be meeting you in the West End houses." 

*' Never! never!" cried Abel. "It is to 
fight the West End I have taken it. It is 
to compel the West End to disgorge some of 
its ill-gotten gains. It is to make the West 
End think of the East End, and a little more 
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often, and not in the way of doles and chari- 
ties — ^no thanks for them — but in the way of 
doing honest justice to men and women as 
deserving of reward, as capable of enjoying 
it, as they." 

Nelly shut the window, and Abel slipped 
down to the lower court discomfited. A 
moment after, a ring tinkled at his feet. He 
picked it up and put it out of sight. 
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CHAPTEK XXIII. 



JEALOUSY. 

"Walter," said Nelly Govan to the new 
manager one evening, " would you like to 
see Jenny?" 

He was teaching her to handle a cue in 
the new billiard-room of the Park Square 
mansion ; and as their heads sometimes came 
rather close together, Nelly was conscious of 
his eyes kindling with the dangerous light 
of attachment. He was recalled to faithful- 
ness at once. 

"Would I like? It's a cruel question to 
put to me when you know that Jenny threw 
me over for good and all before she went to 
America." 



k. 
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" Who told you she was in America ? " 

'* Your father told me ; he's taken a place 
at Benyman & Fiske's, New Orleans. I 
daresay Jenny will marry a planter out of 
spite. '* 

"You don't know Jenny. Why did you 
let her off so easily ? I believe she loves you 
yet; and she's not in America. You have 
no courage, no persistence. She's in Lum- 
side, and it is your duty to find her, and to 
stick to her," said the girl, leaning well over 
the board, and administering an unexpected 
cannon. 

" She will never forgive me for being put 
in her father's place." 

" Oh yes, she will." 

" And yet I had to be a partner some time 
or other. It's all in the way of business. 
One man is down to-day and up the next ; 
the apprentice to-day is 'boss' to-morrow. 
But if Jenny's in Lumside," pursued Walter, 
leaning dangerously on his cue, " you've got 
to tell me where she is." 
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"Love will find out the way. It always 
does," — and for the delectation of the young 
engineer, Nelly hummed in clearly distin- 
guished words, " Over the mountains, and 
over the waves." It comforted him; he 
took up his cue, and, forgetful of the advan- 
tages he was supposed to be giving her, 
scored a mighty score without ceasing. 
"Nelly, where is she?" 

" I'm not entitled to tell ; but if you were 
to take a walk on the furthest edge of the 
meadows, looking towards Dalrymple, you 
might observe a little cottage. I don't say 
Jenny is in it; but you might look and 
see. It would perhaps save you hunting 
all over Lumside and peering into the face 
of every person you met, on the five 
hundred thousandth chance of seeing either 
uncle Thomas or her." 

Walter laid down his cue with a " Good 
night, Miss Govan," and in five minutes was 
tearing along towards the East End of Lum- 
side as fast as a well-bribed cabman would 
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drive him. He had never been in *^the 
people's park" before. 

Over against its gates loomed the tall walls 
of a county prison, throwing on this moon- 
lit evening a black shadow across the road. 
He went towards the river, and following 
a pathway at the very edge made a long 
circuit. He passed a lock full of boats, a 
cluster of stunted trees, a square of ground, 
sacred to merry-go-rounds and chain-swings, 
a round-house meant for lovers, but gener- 
ally occupied by vagrants, a thin suspen- 
sion-bridge, and then came on open country 
again. 

" She has sent me a wild-goose errand," 
said Walter, looking along the river-side and 
breathing gratefully the cool air which blew 
down the valley from Dalrymple. ** Here it 
is ! " he exclaimed beneath his breath, as he 
turned the last comer of the river looking 
away from Lumside. 

He approached the cottage stealthily on 
the grass-plot ; it was snug and hidden from 
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the rise of the knoll — as sweetly bestowed 
a little house as a man could see under a 
pale moonUght. 

Walter heard a great whirring, as of a 
turning - machine, from behind the house: 
there was work going on ; it would be good 
Thomas Govan, he thought, working out " a 
scheme" once more. Walter looked in at 
the parlour window ; there was neither blind 
nor curtain between him and the inmates. 
He saw Abel Durrand standing in the room, 
and Jenny Govan was fingering a button 
upon his coat. 

The engineer groaned, and passed on. . . . 

From vexation to anger is an easy transi- 
tion at two-and-twenty. Walter was mere- 
ly vexed for the first quarter of an hour, as 
he sat at the river-side and moaned to him- 
self. He had not come out with his hopes 
too highly pitched; he had not dared to 
expect that he would get an audience of 
Jenny, even if he did by chance see her. 
But he had not looked forward to her being 
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almost in the embraces of another man. It 
was too much, after all the love and atten- 
tion he had bestowed upon her. The young 
fellow, with his deep ordering voice, his 
strong square shoulders, and his manly 
carriage, began to shed a few peevish tears. 
But it was not for long. 

" What business has that greasy unionist 
to be on these terms with her?" he asked 
himself, and the soft mood departed. In- 
deed that mood had begun to depart all over 
the line of his nature since his business alli- 
ance with the Bailie. 

So long as Walter worked with and among 
the men, handling the same hammers, inter- 
ested in the same bit of boiler, so long did 
he preserve a spirit of camaradei^ie and re- 
spect for them. But, ushered among the 
masters, his point of view changed. He did 
not understand how it should be that trades- 
unionism, as all the masters held, was ruin- 
ing the country. He did not feel the chronic 
irritation that they did because " Jack " 
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thought himself as good as his master. But 
he came to feel that their interests were 
apart, if not opposed — that, if he was to be- 
come one of the "princes" of Lumside, he 
had to side with the ** princes" already ex- 
isting, each of whom regarded the gangs of 
men to whom wages were paid as a hostile 
army to be pinched, fought, and overcome 
at regular intervals. This hardening process 
had not had much time to operate on Walter, 
but long enough to admit of revulsion as 
he saw the figure of Abel Durrand coming 
through the moonlight towards him. 

The revulsion passed into aggressive anger 
as he recalled that scene at the window, and 
Abel, briskly stepping over the grass, came 
to the spot where he was. 

Walter rose, crossed from the river-edge, 
and intercepted him. 

" Mr Wilson ! " said Abel, with a voice of 
surprise. 

"Yes, Mr Durrand, Mr Wilson, with a 
word or two to say to you." 
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There was no mistaking the manner of the 
engineer or the tone of his voice. His voice 
was thick and indignant; he began rolling 
up his shirt . sleeves. 

"YouVe been drinking, sir/' said Abel, 
comprehending at a glance that he was 
about to be attacked. 

"And what the devil if I have? Is it 
any business of yours ? You'll find on your 
bones that there isn't much drink inside me." 

" I don't understand you," said Abel 
quietly, walking away from the river in an 
opposite direction. 

" You think you'll run away, do you ? 
You damned mkleading demagogue, tra^g 
on the poor devils that believe in your soft- 
sawder. But you don't run away from me." 

Walter was rather more than half a head 
short of Abel's height — ^he was broader, how- 
ever, in proportion; but as the retreating 
figure of the unionist wheeled round upon 
him, and the moon, lifting herself out of a 
bank of cloud, poured a clearer white light on 
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the scene, Walter saw himself confronted by 
an antagonist whose attitude showed neither 
passion nor fear. 

"At least explain yourself before you 
strike," said Abel in the same quiet voice. 
" Are you deputed by the masters to do this ? 
Do they think this is a good way of shutting 
the enemy's mouth ? Is this the last thing 
Capital has invented for the punishment of 
Labour ? " 

"Don't you talk of labour, you howling 
quack I It's little labour you'll ever do again, 
putting on Capital's jacket, making yourself a 
swell at the expense of your dupes." 

And Walter aimed a blow at Abel, which, 
if it had taken eflfect, must have felled him. 
The unionist met the blow fist to .fist, and 
flinched not a step. 

" Take ofi" your rings, if you must flight," 
said Abel, wiping the blood from his knuckles, 
which flowed from a wound ploughed into his 
hand by a large signet-ring. 

" I'll teach you to go sweethearting where 
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you have no business," roared Walter, stag- 
gered by Abel's coolness, and inflamed there- 
by to a still greater indignation. He now 
had an advantage, for it flashed upon Abel 
that he was being assaulted for his atten- 
tions to Helen Govan. 

He stepped back a few paces, and before 
he stopped, Wilson had indented his brow, 
with a repetition of his last blow. Still he 
stood unwavering, though slightly stunned. 
He put up his left hand and felt a warm 
stream flowing from the side of his brow. 

"Are you entitled to defend her?" he 
asked, still retiring. 

" By God ! you will know before I have 
done with you," shouted Walter, following 
up his advantage. 

"Then I love her so much," said Abel, 
"that I shall not desecrate her name by 
fighting about her." 

He received a great blow on the chest; 
but it left him still standing. "You are 
mad," he said sharply at last, seeing the 

VOL. I. s 
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engineer with the moonlight full on his face. 
** I tell you I will not brawl with you about 
the girl I love." 

"Then take this '* but Abel, rushing 

in, closed with his opponent, changing the 
assault from a fight to a wrestle. Walter's 
arms were free, but his body was pinioned ; 
he felt the unionist clasp him with the 
strength of a girder. He called aloud for 
breath; he swore; he used his free right 
hand to beat Abel's head and neck. Then 
Abel's left arm slackening in defence of his 
head, he clasped his arms together, and the 
wrestle commenced. But here they were 
as equally matched as in the other case. 
Neither could throw the other, though they 
swung and turned, reeled and stumbled, 
with a deadly determination impelling them. 

"Walter Wilson," said a female voice 
suddenly, "let him go, sir. You are to 
blame for this." 

It was Jenny, whose ears had distinguished 
the voice of the combatants from her cot- 
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tage, and who had hurried down to inter- 
vene. 

The men separated instantaneously, and 
stood apart looking at her. 

As luck would have it, the light shone 
most upon Abel's face, so that Jenny spied 
blood. In Walter's face she saw only pale 
rage. 

"Is it not enough," said Jenny, making 
her little figure as stately and tall as she 
was able, " that you turn my father from his 
employment and take his place ? Must you 
come, like a ruffian, and assault our few 
friends, hunting us out to put the Bailie on 
our track ? Walter Wilson, you have fallen 
very low. Come, Abel, you will need me. 
Come back to the cottage with me ; you are 
covered with blood; besides, I dare not re- 
turn alone." 

Walter stood and saw his rival led back, 
Jenny's hand on his arm. He had not re- 
plied to her. He could not find words. He 
waB ashamed of himself. As they disap- 
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l)(»arecl over the knoll, Walter turned and 
strode firmly towards the river-edge. What 

was there to live for ? To be misunderstood, 
and cut out and humiliated, was intolerable. 
He stopped at the dark edge of the Side. It 
was really very dark and forbidding. Be- 
sides, as he assured himself, resuming his 
way to the city, he could swim. 
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CHAPTER XXIV, 



Maggie's chance. 



Maggie drove to Coal Street one afternoon 
in the carriage, and being admitted to her 
father's presence, found him fretting and 
fuming over a bunch of foreign letters. 

She had gone to fetch her father to a dog- 
show, where the ransackings of all the county 
kennels and domestic hearths were to be found 
barking, and looking sorrowfully out upon an 
admiring public. 

Nelly, true to her recent vow of poverty, 
would no more enter the carriage, or be seen 
driving in it. To Maggie and her sisters the 
novelty had not yet lost its attraction. To 
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have the door held for her by handsome 
Collins; to see the solicitous face of the 
superintending Macnab eyeing the departure 
critically from the door of the mansion ; to 
hear the clatter and rattle of the fiery hoofs 
of the horses, and to be stared at, sometimes 
bowed to, all along the route, as she leant 
back among the damask padding, — ^it was very 
sweet and precious to Maggie, even now that 
she had grown serious in the belief that she 
was loved by Gabriel le Eefugi^. The influ- 
ence of her triumphal progress down from the 
pinnacle of gentility, through the centre of 
fashionable shopping, St George's Square, the 
Exchange, the ofl&ces, was still glancing in 
her cheeks and sparkling in her eyes when 
she ascended to her father's office. Involim- 
tarily she made eyes at the half-score of young 
clerks as she passed to the Bailie's door ; but 
once inside it, the smUes of congratulation 
ceased. Her father wore a look of severity 
and irritation. 

" I wish to goodness you would go to the 
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dogs without me," he said taxtly, looking 
over his spectacles. " If you had been a boy 
now — ^if ye had just worn the breeks instead 
of petticoats," he pursued, rather more philo- 
sophically, pushing the letters from him with 
a gesture of despair. 

The girl was well enough in the early spring- 
time of her life even for the most critical of 
fathers to look upon. She certainly lacked 
utility from the Bailie's point of view. But 
she had the bloom of the early peach upon 
her cheeks ; there was sunshine in her smile, 
if it was apt to curl into pertness at times ; 
and the first consciousness of womanhood 
which put preoccupation into her features 
when they were at rest, were all worthy a 
father's approval. 

" Fm sure," said Maggie, with all her pert- 
ness at command, " it's not my fault that I'm 
a girl." 

"Margaret!" exclaimed the Bailie, per- 
emptorily. aa he motioned her away from him ; 
and Maggie, looking dainty, fresh, and im- 
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pudent, sat down, and put a small foot on 
the fender. 

There was silence for the space of about five 
minutes, when it seemed to Maggie that it 
was dreary sitting there. She would go down- 
stairs and find her way into the carriage, and 
sit in it. People would pass up and down 
Coal Street; they would be young and of 
the masculine gender, and they would look 
at her, and she would look at them. 

She rose to go, when the Bailie turned on 
her abruptly with the query — 

" What's the use of your getting an expen- 
sive education if you can't read a letter in a 
foreign language ? " 

" You never asked me." 

" It would be no use." 

'* What language is it ? " 

" French." 

'* Let me see it." 

He handed her a letter. It was commer- 
cial French, and Maggie's was French of 
Stratford-atte-Bowe. Only here and there 
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she recognised a familiar adjective and con- 
junction, or a noun or two which were exactly 
like their English equivalents. 

" It's bad French," said Maggie loftily, 
laying the letter down. " Show me another." 

The Bailie grunted, and showed her an- 
other. 

" Gabriel le Refugio could read them," 
said Maggie suddenly, palpitating at the 
heart as she heard her own voice repeating 
his name. 

" I daresay he could," replied the Bailie, 
somewhat mollified ; " but there's no time to 
get him." 

" Give me the letters, and I will drive on 
to his house and leave them." 

"And you'll not go to the dogs to-day. 
Very well. Tell him that my corresponding 
clerks are at Fumess, and I can rely on none 
o' the rest of them to translate. Or stay; he 
may be out. Take this note with you." 

In five minutes Maggie was leaning back 
among her damask cushions again ; this time 
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she saw none of the crowds of busy young 
men pouring out and in the offices ; none of 
the portly loiterers on 'Change ; none of the 
fresh fax^es of school-girls and matrons whom 
she knew. Her mind had room only for 
Gabriel. 

• • • • • m 

But Gabriel was not at home when his 
pupU ascended to his rooms. He would be 
back, Maggie was told, soon, if she would 
wait. 

Would she wait ? Yes. 

There was a good deal to see in Gabriers 
room that was new. The waxed floor, the 
little bit of carpet in the centre of the room, 
and stove, were all novelties to her. 

'*Poor fellow!" said Maggie, opening the 
stove -door and scorching her fingers until 
she danced — ^i he needs a wife." Then she 
pushed open an inner door and looked in — it 
was Gabriel's bedroom. There was a naked 
sword above his bed, at which Maggie gazed 
with much pride. "He must have been a 
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soldier," she told herself, glancing from the 
hard little iron bedstead to a cabinet of 
drawers, which she approached and peeped 
into one after another. She opened a jewel- 
bpx, and saw ear-rings, brooch, little gold 
watch and chain, locket, and — " oh, disgust- 
ing ! " — the face of a young woman. 

Maggie laid them back with a touch of 
rudeness, when her eye caught sight of some- 
thing in a morocco covering. To be so nicely 
covered, there must be something very pre- 
cious inside. She stole to the door, bent her 
ears and listened. No ; Gabriel was not com- 
ing yet. She opened the case and found an 
old soiled exercise-book of her own. 

" Now, dear Gabriel, I know you love me ; 
and that is your mother or your aunt that I 
looked at first. Poor Gabriel ! I will be a 
good wife to him. He shall have a carpet, 
and a fireplace, and things. It's just like a 
barrack now." 

Maggie sat down on the hard bed — a sol- 
dier's bed — and lay at full length on it with 
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her head on Gabriel's pillow. No ; it was not 
so nice as her own soft bed: it was hard, 
even, and unyielding ; but the girl lying on 
it closed her eyes, and presently fell asleep. 

When Gabriel came in half an hour later, 
his was a very natural ejaculation at his bed- 
room door when he stood looking at his rum- 
maged cabinet, and from it to his bedstead, 
where the sleeper was. 

Asleep, Maggie lost all her pertness of 
expression, and breathing softly, the rise and 
fall of her bosom was so gentle and quiet, 
that it seemed the beauty of her lithe shapely 
body must conceal a soul in union with all 
that was refined and lovely. 

Gabriel approached on tiptoe, and clasped 
his hands as if in prayer, while he regarded 
her. Her little feet and clocked stockings 
were visible from beneath her skirts; her 
sleeve had fallen back from her wrist and 
uncovered the fairest of white arms. She 
slept with admirable grace. 

Gabriel was an elderly man, who knew the 
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conventionalities of life. It occurred to him, 
after a little time, that the conventionalities 
were being outraged by his standing there 
while she slept. So he went out and made a 
great noise at his stove in the adjoining room, 
to which there was very soon a response by 
the rapid shutting of half-a-dozen drawers in 
the bedroom; and Maggie, a moment after, 
with sleepy eyes, hat in hand, was standing 
in the doorway. 

** Do you know, I fell asleep on your bed ! " 
she said, looking askance at him. 

Gabriel badly affected to be surprised, went 
forward, took her hand, and conducted her to 
a chair beside the stove. 

" Why don't you kiss me ? " asked Maggie, 
with a disappointed look. " You're my lover, 
aren't you ? And I'm going to be your wife ?" 

" Child, child ! " said Gabriel, stooping to- 
wards her, and raising her ungloved hand to 
his lips, " you know not what you say. I am 
a poor — comparatively poor — Frenchman. I 
have no carriage to give you ; I have no man- 
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8ion; I am as you see me, with testes simpler, 
perhaps, than yours." 

"Then why did you kiss me when I was 
reading Moli^re with you? And in all the 
books I ever read, a kiss, except when given 
by a cousin, or a brother, or father, means 
marriage." 

" You are the sweetest pleader of your own 
cause, child," said Gabriel, kissing her brow 
reverently. 

" Then you will marry me ? " 

Gabriel sighed long and earnestly. 

" Your father would never consent." 

"No, he would not; you would have to 
run away with me. I would prefer that. You 
must run away with me. Take me to France 
— to Dauphin^, which you have told me so 
much about. We would be so happy." 

" I should indeed be happy. But think ; 
you are so young, you might be my daugh- 
ter." 

"You would take all the better care of 
me. 
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" So we should say in France ; but here, in 
Lumside, they do not approve our French 
methods of life." 

" But I would — I do. Dear Gabriel, will 
you run away with me?" 

Gabriel rose, opened the rummaged drawer, 
and brought the jewel-box. 

"Choose," said he — "ring, or watch, or 
brooch, or all." 

Maggie hung over the box with delight. 

" Oh, Gabriel, not all. Not the one with 
the face — ^who is it?" 

" My mother," said Gabriel, reverently. 
" In twenty battles my father wore that por- 
trait at his breast." 

" She is lovely ; Fll take them all." 

*' And you shall be my bride," said Gabriel, 
kneeling at her knee. But, child, I dare not 
have you lead a life of concealment. I must 
speak to your father at once. I must ask 
him to intrust you to my care. I will tell 
him that " 

"You mustn't," exclaimed the girl, now 
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looking a little pale at her admirer's vehe- 
mence. " He would put you in prison." 

" A lettre de cachet ! " smiled Gabriel. 

" He's a magistrate." 

" No, child, he could not put me in prison. 
And I would not have your pure nature taint- 
ed by one afterthought of deceit." 

" Oh, but I'm a little deceitful at any rate, 
Gabriel." 

" You have the guile of your innocence, 
my child. But love is a justification for a 
little temporary concealment, even from father 
and mother." 

" No, no ; he will never agree to it — never 
in this world," pursued the girl, stooping to 
rub her brow against Gabriel's with the de- 
meanour of an affectionate dog. 

" There's nothing for it but running away 
with me to France. It'll be like Mary Queen 
of Scots," said Maggie, rising for her father's 
letters and putting them into Gabriel's hand. 

" You are to translate them and post them 
to Coal Street; and there's Collins with 
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his nose as blue as china. They must have 

waited hours on me." 

Gabriel took the letters and Maggie's hand. 
** You will be sure to run away with me ? " 
" Anything, sweetheart, you like." 
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Colonial Experiences. By A. C. GRANT. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo, 68. 
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PHILOSOPHICAL CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. 

Edited by WILLIAM KNIGHT, LKD., 

Profeasor of Moral Philosophy in the University of 8t AndrewB. 
In crown Svo Volumes, with Portraits, price 3s. 6d. 

Now ready— 
I. Descartes. By Professor Mahaffy, Dablin. 
II. Butler. By Key. W. Lucas Ck>LiJNS, M. A- 

III. Berkeley. By Professor Frasvr, Edinburgh. 

IV. Flchte. By Professor Ad AM80N, Owens College, Manchester. 
V. Kant. By Professor Wallace, Oxford. 

VI. Hamilton. By Professor Veitch, Glasgow. 

The Volumes in preparation are — 



HsGBL. By Prof. Edward Caird, Glasgow. 
Vioo. By Professor Flint, Edinburgh. 
Bpikoza. By the Very Rev. Principal 
Caird. Glasgow. 



HoBBKS. By Professor Croom Robertson, 

London. 
Hum. By the Editor. 
Bacoh. By Professor Niohol, Glasgow. 



In coursb op Publication. 

FOREIGN CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. 

Edited by Mrs OLIPHANT. 

In Crown Svo, 28. 6d. 

The Volumes published are — 

Dantx. By the Editor. Saint Suion. By Clifton W. Collins, M. A 

VoLTAiRK. By Bit^or-General Sir E. B. I Cervantes. By the Eklitor. 

Hamley, K.C.M.G. Corneille and Racine. By Henry M. 
Pascal. By Principal Tulloch. Trollope. 

Petrarch. By Henry Reeve, C. B. Madame de S^viqns. By Miss Thackeray. 

Goethe. By A. Hay ward, Q.C. | La Fontaine, and other Frbnch Fabu- 

MoLikRE. By the Editor and F. Tarver, , lists. By Rev. W. Lncas Collins, M.A. 

M. A. ; Schiller. By James Sime, M.A., Author 

MoNTAioNz. By Rev. W. L. Collins, M.A. 1 of ' Leasing : his Life and Writings.' 

Rabelais. By Walter Besant, M.A. ; Tasso. By E. J. Hasell. 

Calderon. By E. J. Hasell. 1 Rousseau. By Henry Grey Graham. 



Now Complete. 

ANCIENT CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. 

Edited by the Rev. W. LUCAS COLLINS, M.A. 

Complete in 28 Vols, crown Svo, cloth, price 2s. 6d. each. And may also be had in 
X4 Volumes, strongly and neatly bound, with calf or vellum back, jC^^ xoe. 
Saturday Review.— ** It is difficult to estimate too highly the value of such a series 
as this in giving 'English readers' an insight, exact as far as it goes, into those 
•Iden times which are so remote and yet to many of us so close.'* 
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ALISON. History of Europe. By Sir Archibald Alison, Bart., 

D.C.L. 

1 . From the Commencement of the French Revolution to the 

Battle of Waterloo. 

Library Edition, 14 vols., with Portraits. Demy 8vo, £xOt xoi. 
Another Edition, in 30 vols, crown 8vo, £6. 
People's Edition, 13 vols, crown 8vo, £2^ xzs. 

2. Continuation to the Accession of Louis Napoleon. 

Library Edition, 8 vols. 8vo, £6, 7s. 6d. 
People's Edition, 8 vols. cro¥m 8vo, 348. 

3. Epitome of Alison's History of Europe. Twenty -ninth 

Thousand, 7s. 6d. 

4. Atlas to Alison's Histoiy of Europe. By A. Keith Johnston. 

Library Edition, demy 4to, £2, 3s. 
People's Edition, 318. 6a. 

- Some Account of my Life and Writings : an Autobiography 

of the late Sir Archibald Alison, Bart., D.C.L. Edited by his Daughter-in- 
law, Lady Alison. 2 vols. 8vo, with Portrait engraved on SteeL 36s. 

Life of John Duke of Marlborough. With some Account 

of his Contemporaries, and of the War of the Succession. Third Edition, 
3 vols. 8vo. Portraits and Majis, 30s. 

Essays: Historical, Political, and Miscellaneous. 3 vols. 

demy 8vo, 45s. 

Lives of Lord Castlereagh and Sir Charles Stewart, 

Second and Third Marquesses of Londonderry. From the Original Papers of 
the Family. 3 vols. 8vo, £11, as. 

A-LIEABI. The Banks and Bankers of the Nile. By a Hadji of 

Hyde Park. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

ADAMS. Great Campaigns. A Succinct Account of the Principal 




College. 8vo, with Maps. z6s. 

AIRD. Poetical Works of Thomas Aird. Fifth Edition, with 
Memoir of the Author by the Rev. Jardink Wallace, and Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

ALLARDYCE. The City of Sunshine. By Alexander Allar- 

DVCE. Three vols, post 8vo, £\, 5s. 6d. 

Memoir of the Honourable George Keith Elphinstone, 

K.B., Viscount Keith of Stonehaven Marischal, Admiral of the Red. One vol. 
8vo, with Portrait, Illustrations, and Maps. 21s. 
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ANCIENT CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. Edited by 

Bev. W. Lucas Collins, M.A. Complete in 38 vols., cloth, 28. 6d. each ; or in 
Z4 vols., tasteftdly bound, with calf or vellom back, jCs* xo^> 

Contents of the Series. 



Plautus and Terence. By the Editor. 

The Commentaries of Cjb&ar. Bj An- 
thony Trollope. 

Tacttus. By W. R Donne. 

Cicero. By the Editor. 

Pliny's Letters. By the Bev. Alfred 
Church, M. A., and the Rev. W. J. Brod- 
ribb, M.A. 

LrvY. By the Editor. 

Ovid. By the Rev. A. Church, M.A 

Catullus, Tibullus, and Propkbtius. 
By the Rev. Jas. Davies, M. A. 

Demosthenes. By the Rev. W. J. Brod- 
ribb, M.A. 

Aristotle. By Sir Alexander Grant, 
Bart, LL.D. 

Thucydides. By the Editor. 

Lucretius. By W. H. Mallock, M.A- 

Pindar. By the Bev. F. D. Morice, M. A 



HoMKB : The Iliad. By the Editor. 
HoMKR : The Odysset. By the Editor. 
Herodotus. By Qeorge C. Swayne, 

XxNOPHON. By Sir Alexander Grant, 

Bart, LL.D. 
Euripides. By W. B. Donne 
Aristophanes. By the Editor. 
Plato. By Clifton W. Collins, M.A- 
LuciAN. By the Editor. 
.AscHYLUs. By the Right Bev. the Bishop 

of Colombo. 
Sophocles. By Clifton W. Collins, M. A. 
Hesiod and Thsoonis. By the Rev. J. 

Davies, M.A. 
Greek Antholooy. By Lord Neaves. 
ViROiL. By the Editor. 
Horace. By Sir Theodore Martin, E.C.B. 
Juvenal. By Edward Walford, M.A. 

AYLWARD. The Transvaal of To-day: War, Witchcraft, 

Sports, and Spoils in South Africa. By Alfred Aylward, Commandant 
Transvaal Republic; Captain (late) Lydenborg Volunteer Corps. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, witn a Map. 6s. 

AYTOUN. Lays of the Scottish Cavaliers, and other Poems. By 

W. Edmondstoune Aytoun, D.C.L., Professor of Rhetoric and Belles-Lettres 
in the University of Edinburgh. Twenty-eighth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 78. 6d. 

An Illustrated Edition of the Lays of the Scottish CavalieiB. 

From designs by Sir Noel Paton. Small 4to, 21s. , in gilt cloth. 

Bothwell : a Poem. Third Edition. Fcap., 78. 6<i. 

Firmilian ; or, The Student of Badajoz. A Spasmodic 

Tragedy. Fcap., 5s. 

-^— Poems and Ballads of Goethe. Translated by Professor 

Aytoun and Sir Theodore Martin, K.C.B. Third Edition. Fcap., 68. 

Bon Gaultier's Book of Ballads. By the Same. Thirteenth 

Edition. With Illustrations by Doyle, Leech, and CrowquilL Post 8vo, gilt 
edges, 88. 6d. 

The Ballads of Scotland. Edited by Professor Aytoun. 

Fourth Edition. 2 vols. fcap. 8vo, 128. 

Memoir of William E. Aytoun, D.C.L. By Sir Theodore 



Martin, K.C.B. With Portrait Post Svo, 128. 

BACH. On Musical Education and Vocal Culture. By Alberto 

B. Bach. Third Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Svo. [In preparation. 

BAGOT. The Art of Poetry of Horace. Free and Explanatory 

Translations in Prose and Verse. By the Very Rev. Daniel Bagot, D.D. 
Third Edition, Revised, printed on papier vergi, square Svo, 58. 

BATTLE OF DORKING. Reminiscences of a Volunteer. From 

'Blackwood's Magazine.' Second Hundredth Thousand. 6d. 

By the Same Author. 
The Dilemma. Cheap Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 

BEDFORD. The Regulations of the Old Hospital of the Knights 

of St John at Valetta. From a Copy Printed at Rome, and preserved in the 
Archives of Malta ; with a Translation, Introduction, and Notes Explanatory 
of the Hospital Work of the Order. By the Rev. W. K. R. Bedford, one of 
the Chaplains of the Order of St John in England. Royal Svo, with Frontis* 
piece, Plans, &c., 7s. 6d. 
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BESANT. The Revolt of Man. By Walter Besant, M.A. 

Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Headings from Rabelais. In one volume, post 8vo. 

[In the Press. 



BLACKIE. Lays and Legends of Ancient Greece. By John 

Stuart Blackie, Professor of Greek in the University of Edinburgh. Second 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

Wit and Wisdom of Goethe. In one volume, crown 8vo. 

[In the Press. 

BLACKWOOD'S MAGAZINE, from Commencement in 1817 to 

June z88o. Nos. i to 804, forming 132 Volumes. 

Index to Blackwood's Magazine. Vols, i to 50. 8vo, 1 5s. 



— Tales from Blackwood. Forming Twelve Volumes of 

Interesting and Amusing Railway Reading. Price One Shilling each in Paper 
Cover. Sold separately at all Railway Bookstalls. 

They may also be had bound in cloth, i8s., and in half calf, richly gilt, 30s. 
or X3 volumes in 6, Roxburghe, ais., and half red morocco, 28s. 

— Tales from Blackwood. New Series. Complete in Twenty- 
four Shilling Parts. Handsomely bound in 12 vols., cloth, 308. Tn leather 
back, Rozbuighe style, 37s. 6d. In half calf, gilt, 52s. 6d. In half morocco. 
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Standard Novels. Uniform in size and legibly Printed. 



Each Novel complete in one volume. 

Florin Series, Illustrated Boards. 



Tom Grinolb's Loo. By Michael Scott. 
The Cruise of the Midoe. By the Same. 
Cyril Thornton. By Captain HamUton. 
Annals of the Parish. By John Gait. 
The Provost, &c. By John Gait. 
Sir Andrew Wylie. By John Gait. 
The Entail. By John Gait. 
Miss Molly. By Beatrice May Butt. 
Reginald Dalton. By J. G. Lockhart. 



Or in Cloth Boards, 28. 6d. 
Shilling Series, Illustrated Cover. 



Pen Owen. By Dean Hook. 

Adam Blair. By J. G. Lockhart. 

Lady Lee's Widowhood. By General 
Sir E. B. Hamley. 

Salem Chapel. By Mrs Oliphant. 

The Perpetual Curate. By Mrs Oli- 
phant 

Miss Marjoribanks. By Mrs Oliphant. 

John : A Love Story. By Mrs Oliphant. 



The Rector, and The Doctor's Family. 

By Mrs Oliphant. 
The Life of Mansie Wauch. By D. M. 

Moir. 
Peninsular Scenes and Sketches. By 

F. Hardman. 



Sir Frizzle Pompkik, Niohts at Mess, 

&c. 
The Subaltern. 

Life in the Far West. By G. P. Ruxton. 
Valerius : A Roman Story. By J. G. 

Lockhart. 



Or in Cloth Boards, zs. 6d. 

BLACKMORE. The Maid of Sker. By R. D. Blackmore, Author 

of ' Loma Doone,' &c. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

BOSCOBEL tracts. Relating to the Escape of Charles the 

Second after the Battle of Worcester, and his subsequent Adventures. Edited 
by J. Hughes, Esq., A.M. A New Edition, with additional Notes and Illus- 
trations, including Communications from the Rev. R H. Barham, Author of 
the * Ingoldsby L^end&' 8vo, with Engravings, z6s. 

BRACKENBURY. a Narrative of the Ashanti War. Prepared 

from the official documents, by permission of Major-General Sir Garnet Wolse- 
ley, E.C.B., E.C.M.G. By Major H. Brackenbury, R A., Assistant Military 
Secretary to Sir Garnet Wolseley. With Maps fix)m the latest Surveys made by 
the Staff of the Expedition. 3 vols. 8vo, 358. 
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BROADLEY. Tunis, Past and Present By A. M. Bboadlby. 

With numerous lUustimtions and Ifaps. a vols, post 8vol »58. 
BROOKE, Life of Sir James, Rajah of Sarawak. From bis PeisoiuJ 

Papers and Correspondence. By Spenser St Johk, H.M.'s Minister-Besideiit 
and C!oD8ul-Oeneral Peruyian Republic; formerly Secretazy to the Bajth. 
With Portrait and a Map. Post 8vo« xss. 6d. 

BROUGHAM. Memoirs of the Life and Times of Henry Lord 

Brougham. Written by HiiisBLr. 3 vols. 8vo, £a, 8a. The Yolames are sold 
separately, price x6s. each. 

BROWN. The Forester: A Practical Treatise on the Planting, 

Rearing, and General Management of Forest-trees. By Jascjes Bbowh, Wom* 
Surveyor and Nurseryman. Fifth Edition, revised and enlarged. Bojal 
8vo, vrith Engravings. 36s. 

BROWN. The Ethics of George Eliot's Works. By John Cbombk 

Brown. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, as. 6d. 

BROWN. A Manual of Botany, Anatomical and PhysiologicaL 

For the Use of Students. By Rorh&t Brown, M.A., Ph.D. Crown 8vo. with 
numerous Illustrations, zas. 6d. 

BUCHAN. Introductory Text-Book of Meteorology. By Alex- 
ander Buchan, M.A., F.R.S.E., Secretary of the Scottish Heteorologicsl 
Society, &c. Crown 8vo, with 8 Coloured Charts and oth^* Engravings, 
pp. ai8. 48. 6d. 

BURBIDGE. Domestic Floriculture, Window Gardening, and 

Floral Decorations. Being practical directions for the Propagation, Cultore, 
and Arrangement of Plants and Flowers as Domratic Ornaments. By F. W. 
BuRBiDOE. Second Edition. Crovm 8vo, with numerous niostrations, 7s. 61 

Cultivated Plants : Their Propagation and Improvement 

Including Natural and Artificial Hybridisation, Raising from Seed, Cuttings, 
and Layers, Grafting and Budding, as applied to the Families and Genera in 
Cultivation. Crown Svo, with numerous Illustrations, las. 6d. 

BURN. Handbook of the Mechanical Arts Concerned in the Con- 
struction and Arrangement of Dwelling-Houses and other Buildings; with 
Practical Hints on Road-making and the Enclosing of Land. By Robert Scott 
Burn, Engineer. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 68. 6d. 

BURTON. The History of Scotland : From Agricola's Invasion to 

the Extinction of the last Jacobite Insurrection. By John Hill. Burtok. 
D.C.L., Historiographer-Royal for Scotland. New and Enlarged Edition, 
8 vols., and Index. Crown Svo, £2* 3*. 

History of the British Empire during the Reign of Queen 

Anne. In 3 vols. Svo. 36s. 

The Scot Abroad. Second Edition. Complete in One vol- 
ume. Crown Svo, 108. 6d. 

The Book-Hunter. A New and Choice Edition. With a 



Memoir of the Author, a Portrait etched by Mr Hole, A.R.S.A., and other 
Illustrations. In small 4to, on hand-made paper. 

BUTE. The Roman Breviary : Reformed by Order of the Holv 

(Ecumenical Council of Trent ; Published by Order of Pope St Pins V.; and 
Revised by Clement VIII. and Urban VIII.; together with the OflSces since 
granted. Translated out of Latin into English by Johk, Marquess of Bute, 
K.T. In 3 vols, crown Svo, cloth boards, edges uncut. £a, 2s. 

The Altus of St Columba. With a Prose Paraphrase and 



Notes. In paper cover, 2s. 6d. 

BUTT. Miss Molly. By Beatrice May Butt. Cheap Edition, 28. 
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BUTT. Delicia. By the Author of 'Miss Molly.' Fourth Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo, 78. 6d. 

Geraldine Hawthorne : A Sketch. By the Author of ' Miss 

Molly.' Crown 8vo. 78. 6d. 

CAIRD. Sermons. By John Caird, D.D., Principal of the Uni- 
versity of Glasgow. Fourteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, 58. 

Religion in Common Life. A Sermon preached in Crathie 

Church, October 14, 1855, before Her Majesty the Queen and Prince Albert. 
Published by Her Majesty's Command. Cheap Edition, 3d. 

CAMPBELL, Life of Colin, Lord Clyde. See General Shadwbll, 

at page 30. 

CAMPBELL. Sermons Preached before the Queen at Balmoral. 
By the Rev. A. A. Campbell, Minister of Crathie. Published by Command 
of Her Majesty. Crown 870, 4s. 6d. 

CARLYLE. Autobiography of the Rev. Dr Alexander Carlyle, 

Minister of Inveresk. Containing Memorials of the Men and Events of his 
Time. Edited by John Hill Burton. 8vo. Third Edition, with Portrait, 146. 

CARRICK. Koumiss ; or, Fermented Mare's Milk : and its Uses 

in the Treatment and Cure of Pulmonary Consumption, and other Wasting 
Diseases. With an Appendix on the best Methods of Fermenting Cow's Milk. 
By George L. Carrick, M.D., L.R.C.S.E. and L.B.C.P.E., Physician to the 
British Embassy, St Petersburg, &c. Crown 8vo, xos. 6d. 

CAUVIN. A Treasury of the English and German Languages. 

Compiled firom the best Authors ana Lexicographers in both Languages. 
Adapted to the Use of Schools, Students, Travellers, and Men of Business; 
and forming a Connmnion to aU Gterman-English Dictionaries. By Joseph 
Cauvin, LL.D. & Ph.D., of the University of Gdttingen, Slc. Crown 8vo, 
78. 6d. 

CAVE-BROWN. Lambeth Palace and its Associations. By J. 

Cave-Brown, M. A., Vicar of Detling, Kent, and for many years Curate of Lam- 
beth Parish Church. With an Introduction by the Archbishop of Canterbury. 
8vo, with Illustrations, 21s. 

CHARTERIS. Canonicity ; or. Early Testimonies to the Existence 

and Use of the Books of the New Testament. Based on Kirchhoffier's ' Quel- 
lensammlung. ' Edited by A. H. Charteris, D.D., Professor of Biblical 
Criticism in the University of Edinburgh. 8vo, 18s. 

Life of the Rev. James Robertson, D.D., F.R.S.E., Pro- 
fessor of Divinity and Ecclesiastical History in the University of Edinburgh. 
By Professor Charteris. With Portrait. 8vo, xos. 6d. 

CHEVELEY NOVELS, THE. 

I. A Modern Minister. 3 vols, bound in cloth, with Twenty-six Illustrations. 
178. 

II. Saul Weir. 2 vols, bound in cloth. With Twelve Illustrations by P. Bar- 
nard. z6«. 

III. Dora Dor^e. [In PreparcUion. 

CHIROL. 'Twixt Greek and Turk. By M. Valentine Chirol. 

Post 8vo. With Frontispiece and Map, xos. 6d. 

CHURCH SERVICE SOCIETY. A Book of Common Order : 

Being Forms of Worship issued by the Church Service Society. Fourth Edi- 
tion, 58. 

COLQUHOUN. The Moor and the Loch. Containing Minute 

Instructions in all Highland Sports, with Wanderings over Crag and Corrie, 
Flood and FelL By John Colquuouk. Fifth Edition, greatly enUu-ged. 
With Illustrations. 3 vols, post 8vo, a6s. 
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COTTERILL. The Genesis of the Church. By the Right. ReT. 

Hknbt Cotterill, D.D., Bishop of Edinburgh. Demy 8vo, z66. 

CRANSTOUN. The Elegies of Albius TibuUus. Translated into 

English Verse, ¥nth Life of the Poet, and Illustrative Notes. By James Crak- 
STOUN. LL.D., Author of a Translation of ' Catullus.' Crown 8vo, 68. 6d. 

The Elegies of Sextus Propertius. Translated into English 

Verse, with Life of the Poet, and Illustrative Notes. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

CRAWFORD. The Doctrine of Holy Scripture respecting the 

Atonement. By the late Thomas J. Crawfobd, D.D., Professor of Dirinity in 
the University of Edinburgh. Third Edition. 8vo, xas. 

The Fatherhood of God, Considered in its General and 

Special Aspects, and particularly in relation to the Atonement, with a 
Review of Recent Speculations on the Subject Third Edition, Revised and 
Enlarged. 8vo, 9s. 



- The Preaching of the Cross, and other Sermons. 8vo, 

78. 6d. 

The Mysteries of Christianity. Being the Baird Lecture for 



1874. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

DESCARTES. The Method, Meditations, and Principles of Philo- 
sophy of Descartes. Translated firom the Original French and Latin. With a 
New Introductory Essay, Historical and Critical, on the Cartesian Philosophy. 
By John Vefich, LL.D., Professor of Logic and Rhetoric in the University of 
Glasgow. A New Edition, being the Eighth. Price 6s. 6d. 

DICKSON. Japan ; being a Sketch of the History, Government, 

and Officers of the Empire. By Walteb Dickson. 8vo, 158. 
DU CANE. The Odyssey of Homer, Books I.-XII. Translated into 

English Verse. By Sir Charles Du Cane, K.C.M.G. 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

DUDGEON. History ot the Edinburgh or Queen's Regiment 

Light Infantry Militia, now 3rd Battalion, The Royal Scots ; with an 
Account of the Origin and Progress of the Militia, and a Brief Sketch of the 
old Royal Scots. By Major R. C. Dudgeon, Adjutant 8rd Battalion The Royal 
Scots. Post 8vo, with Illustrations, los. 6d. 

ELIOT. Impressions of Theophrastus Such. By George Eliot. 

New and cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, 5s. 

Adam Bede. Illustrated Edition. 3s. 6d, cloth. 

The Mill on the Floss. Illustrated Edition. 3s. 6d., clotL 

Scenes of Clerical Life. Illustrated Edition. 3s., cloth. 

Silas Marner : The Weaver of Raveloe. Illustrated Edi- 
tion. 2S. 6d., cloth. 

Felix Holt, the Radical. Illustrated Edition. 3s. 6d., cloth. 

Eomola. With Vignette. 3s. 6d., cloth. 

Middlemarch. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

Daniel Deronda Crown Svo, 75. 6d. 

Works of George Eliot (Cabinet Edition). Complete and 

Uniform Edition, handsomely printed in a new type, 20 volumes, crown Svo, 

price ;^5. The Volumes are also sold separately, price 5s. each, viz. : 

Romola. 2 vols.— Silas Marner, The Lifted Veil, Brother Jacob. 1 voL— 
Adam Bede. 2 vols.— Scenes of Clerical Life. 2 vols.— The Mill on 
the Floss. 2 vols.— Felix Holt 2 vols. — Middlemarch. 3 vols.— 
Daniel Deronda. 3 vols — The Spanish Gypsy, x vol.— -Jubal, and 
other Poems, Old and New. 1 vol. — Theophrastus Snch. i vol.* 
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ELIOT. The Spanish Gypsy. Crown 8vo, 58. 

The Legend of Jubal, and other Poems, Old and New. 



New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 58., cloth. 

Wise, Witty, and Tender Sayings, in Prose and Verse. 

Selected from the Works of George Eliot. Fifth Edition. Fcap. Svo, 68. 

The George Eliot Birthday Book. Printed on fine paper, 

with red border, and handsomely bound in cloth, gilt. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 38. 6d. 
And in French morocco or Russia, 58. 

ESSAYS ON SOCIAL SUBJECTS. OriginaUy published in 

the ' Saturday Review.' A New Edition. First and Second Series, a vols, 
crovm 8vo, 6s. each. 

EWALD. The Crown and its Advisers ; or, Queen, Ministers, 
Lords, and Commons. By Alexander Chables Ewald, F.S.A. Crown 8vo, 
59- 

THE FAITHS OF THE WORLD. A Concise History of the 

Great Religious Systems of the World. By various Authors. Being the St 
Giles' Lectures — Second Series. Complete in one volnme, crown 8vo, 58. 

FARRER. A Tour in Greece in 1880. By Richard Farrer. 

With Twenty-seven full-page Illustrations by Lord Windsor. Boyal 8vo, 
with a Map, ais. 

FERGUSSON. The Honourable Henry Erskine, Lord Advocate 

for Scotland. With Notices of certain or his Kinsfolks and of his Time. 
Compiled from Family Papers, and other sources of Information. By Lieu- 
TEKANT-CoLONEL Alex. Feboubson, late of the Staff of her Majesty's Indian 
Army. In One volume, large 8vo. With Portraits ajid other Illustra- 
tions. 3x8. 6d. 

FERRIER. Philosophical Works of the late James F. Ferrier, 

B. A. Oxon., Professor of Moral Philosophy and Political Economy, St Andrews. 
New Edition. Edited by Sir Alex. Gbakt, Bart, D.C.L., and Professor 
LusHiNOTON. 3 vols, crowu 8vo, 34s. 6d. 

Institutes of Metaphysic. Third Edition. loe. 6d. 

Lectures on the Early Qreek Philosophy. Third Edition. 



xos. 6d. 



Philosophical Remains, including the Lectures on Early 

Greek Philosophy, a vols., 248. 

FERRIER. George Eliot and Judaism. An Attempt to appreciate 

' Daniel Deronda/ By Professor David Raufmamn, of the Jewish Theological 
Seminary, Buda-Pesth. Translated from the Qerman by J. W. Febbier. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 38. 6d. 

FLINT. The Philosophy of History in Europe. Vol. I., contain- 

ingthe History of that Philosophy in France and Germany. By Robert Flutt, 
D.D., LL.D., Professor of Divinity, University of Edinbui^ 8vo, 158. 

Theism. Being the Baird Lecture for 1876. Third Edition* 



Crown 8vo, 78. 6d. 



■ Anti-Theistic Theories. Being the Baird Lecture for 1877. 

Second Edition. Crown Svo, los. 6d. 

FORBES. The Campaij?n of Garibaldi in the Two Sicilies : A Per- 
sonal Narrative. By Charles Stuart Forbes, Commander, R.N. Post Svo, 
with Portraits, Z2S. 
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FOREIGN CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH B£AI>£BS. Edited 

by Mn OupHAXT. Plioe a*. 6d. 

NowptibUiksd:— 

Dastk. By th^ Rlltnr. 

Voi.TAiRK. By Mfljor-Genend Sir E. B. 

llaiuley, K.C.M.O. 
PAm-AL. By Priurijitl Tulloch. 
Pltrarch. By Henry Re«rv#*, C.B. 
OoETHE. By A. Haywanl, Q.C. 
MoLikRC By the Editor aud F. Tarrer, 

MA. 
Movtaioxe. By Rtr. W. L. Collins, 

M.A. 
Rabklais. By Walter Bexant, M.A. 
Caldkbox. By E. J. HaaelL 



Smxt Snioy. By dillon W. OqIUiu. ILA. 

CutTAsra. By the Editor. 

CoRyciLLB Ajn> BaciKB. By Henry M. 
Trollope. 

Madams Dm SiviovA. By ICias Thack- 
eray. 

La Porta ixe, ajio ormcB French F>b7- 
usTS. By BeT. W. L. Collins, M.A. 

ScBiLUEK. By James Sinoe, M. A.. Anther 
of * Leasing : his Life and Writings.' 

Taj^ao. By E. J. Hasell. 

RoussKAU. By Henry Grey Graham. 

FRANZOS. The Jews of Barnow. Stories by Kari. Emil Frax- 

Z03. Translated by M. W. Macdowall. Crown 8vo, 68. 

GALT. Annals of the Parish. By John Galt. Fcap. 8vo, 28. 

The Provost. Fcap. 8vo, 28. 

Sir Andrew Wylie. Fcap. 8vo, 28. 

The Pintail ; or, The Laird of Grippy. Fcap. 8vo, 28. 

GENERAL ASSEMBLY OF THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND. 

Family Prayers. Authorised by the General Assembly of 

the Church of Scotland. A New Edition, crown 8to, in lar^^ type, 4s. 6d. 
Another Edition, crown 8vo, 28. 

Prayers for Social and Family Worship. For the Use of 

Soldiers, Sailors, Colonists, and Sojourners in India, and other Persons at 
lioiiio and abroad, wlio are deprived of the ordinary services of a Christian 
Ministry. Cheap IC<lition, is. 6d. 

The Scottish Hymnal. Hymns for Public "Worship. Pulv 

lishftd for Use in Cliurches by Authority of the General Assembly. Various 
Kiz»'s— viz. : i. Lar^e type, for pulpit use, cloth, 3s. 6d- 2. Long|)Vimer ty]>e, 
floth, r«'d edf^fs, is. 61. ; French morocco, 2s. 6d. : calf, 6s. 3, liourp-nis 
type, clotli, ml cdt;»;s, is. ; French morocco, 2s. 4. Minion type, limp cloth, 
6d. ; Frciicli moroccro, is. 6d. 5. School Edition, in ]»aper cover, 2«L 6. Chil- 
dren's Hymnal, paper cover, id. No. 2, bound with the Psalms and Para- 
])hrase.s, cloth, 3s. ; French morocco, 48. 6d. ; calf, 78. 6d. No. 3, bound with 
the Psalms and Paraph r.ises, cloth, 28. ; French morocco, 38. 

The Scjottish Ilyniual, with Music. Selected by the Com- 
mittees on Hynms and on Psalmody. The harmonies arranged by W. H. Monk. 
Clotij, IS. 6d. ; French morocco, 3s. 6d. The same in the Tonic Sol-fa Notation, 

IS. 6<1. an<l 3s. 6<1. 

The Scottish Hymnal, with Fixed Tune for each Hymn. 



Longi)rim('r type, 3s. 6(1 

GERATU). Reata: What's in a Name? By E. D. Gerard. 

New Edition. In one volume, crown 8vo, 6s. 

Bt*^'<,Nir my Nei(;hbour. A Novel. New Edition, com- 
plete in one volume, crown 8vo, 68. 

GLEIG. The Subaltern. By G. R. Gleig, M.A., late Chaplain- 

General of Her Majesty's Forces. Ori^'inally published in 'Blackwood's Ma;m- 
zine.' Library Edition. Revised and Corrected, with a New Preface. Crown 
8vo, 7s. 6d. 

GOETHE'S FAUST. Translated into Enrjlish Verse by Sir Theo- 
DORK Martin. K.C.B. Second Edition, x)08t 8vo, 68. Cheap* Edition, fcap, 
3s. 6d. 
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GOETHE. Poems and Ballads of Goethe. Translated by Professor 

Aytoun and Sir Theodobe Mabtin, K.C.B. Third Edition, fcap. 8vo, 68. 

GORDON GUMMING. At Home in Fiji. By C. F. Gordon 

CuMMiNO, Aathor of ' From the Hebrides to the Himalayan.' Fourth Edition, 
complete in one volame post 8vo. With Illustrations and Map. 7s. 6d. 

A Lady's Cruise, in a French Man-of-War. New and 

Cheaper Edition. In one volume, 8vo. With Illustrations and Map. 12s. 6d. 

Fire -Fountains. With Map and numerous Illustrations. 



In two vols, post 8vo, 25s. 

GRANT. Bush-Life in Queensland. By A. C. Gbant. New 

Eiiition. In one volume crown 8vo, 68. 

GRANT. Memorials of the Castle of Edinburgh. By James 

Gbamt. a New Edition. Crown 8vo, vrith 12 Engravings, 28. 

HAMERTON. Wenderholme : A Story of Lancashire and York- 
shire Life. By Phi LIP GilbebtHahebton, Author of 'A Painter's Camp.' A 
New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

HAMILTON. I^ectures on Metaphysics. By Sir William Hamil- 
ton, Bart, Professor of Loffic and Metaphysics in the University of E'Unburgh. 
Edited by the Rev. H. L. Mansel, B,D., LL.D., Dean of tit Paul's ; und John 
Veitch, M.A., Professor of Logic and Rhetoric, Glasgow. Sixth Edition. 2 
vols. 8vo, 248. 

— ^ Lectures on Logic. Edited by the Same. Third Edition. 

2 vols. 248. 

Discussions on Philosophy and Literature, Education and 



University Beform. Third Edition. 8vo, 2x8. 



Memoir of Sir William Hamilton, Bart., Professor of Logic 

and Metaphysics in the University of E<linburgh. By Professor Veitch of the 
University of Glasgow. 8vo, with Portrait, i8s. 

HAMILTON. Annals of the Peninsular Campaigns. By Captain 

Thomas Hamilton. Edited by F. Hardinan. 8vo, i6s. Atlas of Maps to 
illustrate the Campaigns. 128. 

HAMLEY. The Operations of War Explained and Illustrated. By 

Major -Oeneral 8ir Edwabd Bbuce Hamlby, K.C.M.0. Fourth Edition, 
revised throughout. 4to, with numerous Illustrations, ■\ofi. 

Thomas Carlyle : An Essay. Second Edition. Crown 

8vo. 28. 6d. 

The Story of the Campaign of Sehastopol. Written in the 

Camp. With Illustrations drawn in Camp by the Author. 8vo, 21s. 

On Outposts. Second Edition. 8vo, 2s. 

Wellington's Career ; A Military and Political Summary. 

Crown 8vo, 28. 

Lady Lee's Widowhood. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

Our Poor Relations. A Philozoic Essav. With Illus- 



trations, chiefly V»y Ernest Griset. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

HAMLEY. Guilty, cr Not Guilty 1 A Tale. By Major-General 

W. G. Hamlev, late of the Royal Engineers. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 38. 6d. 

. The House of Lys : One Book of its History. A Tale. 

Second Edition. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 17s. 

Traseaden Hall. "When George the Third was King." 



New Edition, crown 8vo, 68. 



12 LIST OP BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



HANDY HORSE-BOOK; or, Practical Instructions in Riding, 

Driying, and the General Care and Management of Horses. By ' Maoenta.' 
Ninth Edition, with 6 Engravings, 48. 6d. 

Bt the Same. 
Our Domesticated Dogs : their Treatment in reference to Food, 

Diseases, Habits, Punishment, Accomplishments. Crown 8vo, ss. 6d. 

HARBORD. Definitions and Diagrams in Astronomy and Navi- 
gation. By the Bev. J. B. Habbobd, M.A., Assistant Director of Education, 
Admiralty, is. 

Short Sermons for Hospitals and Sick Seamen. Fcap. 8vo, 

cloth, 4s. 6d. 

HARDMAN. Scenes and Adventures in Central America. Edited 

by Frederick Hardman. Crown Svo. 6s. 

HAY. The Works of the Right Rev. Dr George Hay, Bishop of 

Edinburgh. Edited under the Supervision of the Right Rev. Bishop Strain. 
With Memoir and Portrait of the Author. 5 vols, crown Svo, bound in extra 
cloth, £if IS. Or, sold separately — viz. : 

The Sincere Christian Instructed in the Faith of Christ 

from the Written Word. 3 vols., 8s. 

The Devout Christian Instructed in the Law of Christ 

from the Written Word, a vols., 8s. 

The Pious Christian Instructed in the Nature aad Practice 



of the Principal Exercises of Piety, z vol., 4s. 

HEATLEY. The Horse-Owner's Safeguard. A Handy Medical 

Guide for every Man who owns a Horse. By O. S. Heatlet, V.S. Grown 
Svo, 5s. 

The Stock-Owner's Guide. A Handy Medical Treatise for 

every Man who owns an Ox or a Cow. Crown Svo. 

HEMANS. The Poetical Works of Mrs Hemans. Copyright Edi- 
tions. 

One Volume, royal Svo, 5s. 

The Same, with Illustrations engraved on Steel, bound in cloth, gilt edges, 
78. 6d. 

Six Volumes in Three, fcap., 12s. 6d. 

Select Poems of Mrs Hemans. Fcap., cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 

HOLE. A Book about Roses : How to Grow and Show Them. By 

the Rev. Canon Hole. With coloured Frontispiece by the Hon. Mrs Francklin. 
Seventh Edition, revised. Crown Svo, 7s, 6d. 

HOMER. The Odyssey. Translated into English Verse in the 

Spenserian Stanza. By Philip Stanhope Worsley. Third Edition, 2 vols, 
fcap,, 128. 

The Iliad. Translated by P. S. Worsley and Professor 

CONINGTON. 2 VOlS. CrOWn Svo, 2IS. 

HOME PRAYERS. By Ministers of the Church of Scotland and 

Members of the Church Service Society. Second Edition. Fcap. Svo, 38. 

HOSACK. Mary Queen of Scots and Her Accusers. Containing a 

Variety of Documents never before published. By John Hosack, Barriater- 
at-Law. A New and Enlarged Edition, with a Photograph from the Bust on 
the Tomb in Westminster Abbey, 2 vols. Svo, £1, is. 

HUNTER. Lady's Drive from Florence to Cherbourg ; or, Santo, 

Lucia, & Co. : "vviiere they Stayed, and what they Paid. By E. Hunter. One 
volume, crown Svo. [in the Press. 
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INDEX GEOQRAPHICUS : Being a List, alphabetically arranged, 

of the Principal Places on the Globe, with the Countries and Subdivisions of 
the Countries in which they are situated, and their Latitudes and Longitudes. 
Applicable to all Modem Atlases and Maps. Imperial 8vo, pp. 676, ats. 

JAMIESON. The Laird's Secret. By J. H. Jamieson. In 2 vols., 

crown 8vo, 178. 

JEAN JAMBON. Our Trip to Blunderland ; or, Grand Excursion 

to Blundertown and Back. By Jean Jambon. With Sixty Illustrations 
designed by Charles Doyle, engraved by Dalziel. Fourth Thousand. 
Handsomely bound in cloth, gilt edges, 6s. 6d. Cheap Edition, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
In boards, 2s. 6d. 

JOHNSON. The Scots Musical Museum. Consisting of upwards 

of Six Hundred Songs, with proper Basses for the Pianoforte. Originally pub- 
lished by James Johnson ; and now accompanied with Copious Notes and 
Illustrations of the Lyric Poetry and Music of Scotland, by Uie late William 
Sten house; with additional Notes and Illustrations, by David Laino and 
C. K. Sharpe. 4 vols. 8vo, Roxburghe binding, £2, 12s. 6d. 

JOHNSTON. The Chemistry of Common Life. By Professor 

J. F. W. Johnston. New Edition, Revised, and brought down to date. By 
Arthur Herbert Church, M.A. Oxon. ; Author of 'Food: its Sources. 
Constituents, and Uses; ' 'The Xjaboratory Guide for Agricultural Students ; 
'Plain Words about Water,' &c. Illustrated with Maps and 102 Engravings 
on Wood. Complete in one volume, crown 8vo, pp. 6i8, 7s. 6d. 

Elements of Ao^ricultural Chemistry and Geology. Thir- 
teenth Edition, Revised, and brought down to date. By Charles A. 
Cameron, M.D., F.R.C.S.I., &c. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 6d. 

Catechism of Agricultural Chemistry and Geology. An 

entirely ifew Edition, revised and enlarged, by Charles A. Cameron, M.D., 
F.U.C.S.L, &c. Eighty- first Thousand, with numerous Illustrations, xs. 

JOHNSTON. Patrick Hamilton : a Tragedy of the Reformation 

in Scotland, 1528. By J. P. Johnston. Crown 8vo, with Two Etchings by 
the Author, 58. 

KEITH ELPHINSTONE. Memoir of the Honourable George 

Keith ElphinHtone, K.B.. Viscount Keith of Stonehaven Marischal, Admiral 
of the Red.— Se-e Alexander Allardyce, at page 3. 

KING. The Metamorphoses of Ovid. Translated in English Blank 
Verse. By Henry Kino, M. A. , Fellow of Wadham College, Oxford, and of 
the Inner Temple, Barrister-at-Law. Crown 8vo, los. 6d. 

KINGLAKE. History of the Invasion of the Crimea. By A. W. 

Kinglake. Cabinet Edition. Seven Volumes, croMrn 8vo, at 6s. each. The 
Volumes respectively conUiiu :— 

I. The Origin of the War between the Czar and the Sultan. 
II. Russia Met and Invaded, With 4 Maps and Plans. 

III. The Battle of the Alma. With 14 Maps and Plans. 

IV. Sebastopol at Bay. With lo Maps and Plans. 

V. The Battle of Balaclava. With lo Maps and Plans. 
VI. The Battle of Inkerman. With 11 Maps and Plans. 
VII. Winter Troubles. With Map. 

History of the Invasion of the Crimea. Vol. VI. Winter 

Troubles. Demy 8vo, with a Map, z6s. 

Eothen. A New Edition, uniform with the Cabinet Edition 

of the • History of the Crimean War,' price 6s. 

KNOLLYS. The Elements of Field-Artillery. Designed for the 

Use of Infantry and Cavalry Officers. By Henry Enollys, Captain Royal 
Artillery; Author of 'From Sedan to Saarbrtick,' Editor of 'Incidents in the 
Sepoy War,' &c. With Engravings. Crown 8vo, 78. 6d. 
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LAKEMAN. What I saw in Kaffir -land. By Sir Stephen 

Lakeman (Mazhab Pacha). Post 8vo, 8s. 6d. 

LAVERGNE. The Rural Economy of England, Scotland, and Ire- 
land. By Leonce de Laverone. Translated from the French. With Notes 
by a Scottish Farmer. Svo, 128. 

LEE. Lectures on the History of the Church of Scotland, from the 

Rftformation to the Revolution Settlement. By the late Very Rev. John Lee, 
D.D , LL.D., Principal of the University of Edinburgh. With Notes and Ap- 
pendices from the Author's Papers. Edited by the Rev. William Lee, D.D. 

3 vols. Svo, 318. 

LEE-HAMILTON. Poems and Transcripts. By Eugene Lee- 

Hamilton. Crown Svo, 68. 

LEWES. The Physiology of Common Life. By George H. 

Lewes, Author of ' Sea-side Studies/ &c. Illustrated with numerous Engrav- 
ings, a vols., Z2S. 

LOCKHART. Doubles and Quits. By Laurence W. M. Lock- 
hart. With Twelve Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 

Fair to See : a Novel. Seventh Edition, crown Svo, 6s. 

Mine is Thine : a NoveL Seventh Edition, crown Svo, 68. 

LORIMER. The Institutes of Law : A Treatise of the Principles 

of Jurisprudence as determined by Nature. By James Lorimer, Regius 
Professor of Public Law and of the Law of Nature and Nations in the Uni- 
versity of Edinburgh. New Edition, revised throughout, and much enlarged. 
Svo. 18s. 

The Institutes of the Law of Nations. A Treatise of the 

Jural Relation of Separate Political Communities. Svo. [In the Press. 

LYON. History of the Rise and Progress of Freemasonry in Scot- 
land. By David Murray Lyon, Secretary to tlie Grand Lodge of Scotland. 
In small quarto. Illustrated with numerous Portraits of Eminent Members of 
the Craft, and Facsimiles of Ancient Charters and other Curious Documents. 
£1, lis. 6d. 

M'OOMBIE. Cattle and Cattle-Breeders. By William M'Combie, 

Tillyfour. A New and Cheaper Edition, 28. 6d,, cloth. 

MACRAE. A Handbook of Deer -Stalking. By Alexander 

Macrae, late Forester to Lord Henry Bentinck. With Introduction by 
1 loRATio Ross, Esq. Fcap. Svo, with two Photographs from Life. 38. 6d. 

M'CRIE. Works of the Rev. Thomas M*Crie, D.D. Uniform Edi- 
tion. Four vols, crown Svo, 24s. 

- Life of John Knox. Containing? Illustrations of the His- 
tory of the Reformation in Scotland. Crown Svo, 6s. Another Eilition, 3s. 6d. 

Life of Andrew Melville. Containing Illustrations of the 

Ecclesiastical and Literary History of Scotland in the Sixteenth and Seven- 
teenth Centuries. Crown Svo, 68, 



- History of the Progress and Suppression of the Reforma- 
tion in Italy in the Sixteenth Century. Crown Svo, 4s. 

- History of the Progress and Suppression of the Reforma- 
tion in Spain in theSixteenth Century. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

- Sermons, and Review of the * Tales of My Landlord.' Crown 

Svo, 6s. 

- Lectures on the Book of Esther. Fcap. Svo, 58. 




MACDOWALL. The Jews of Barnow. See Franzos, at page 10. 
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M*INTOSH. The Book of the Garden. By Charles M'Intosh, 

formerly Curator of the Royal Gardens of his Majesty the King of the Belgians, 
and lately of those of his Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, K.G., at Dalkeith Pal- 
ace. Two large vols, royal 8vo, embellished with 1350 Engravings. >G4, 78. 6d. 

Vol I. On the Formation of Gardens and Construction of Garden Edifices. 776 
pages, and 1073 Engravings, ;^2, los. 

Vol. II. Practical Gardening. 868 pages, and 279 Engravings, £1, 17s. 6d. 

MACK AY. A Manual of Modem Geography ; Mathematical, Phys- 
ical, and Political. By the Rev. Alexander Mackay, LL.D , F.R.G.S. New 
and Greatly Improved Edition. Crown 8vo, pp. 688. 78. 6d. 

Elements of Modem Geography. 47th Thousand, revised 

to the present time. Crown 8vo, pp. 300, 3s. 

The Intermediate Geography. Intended as an Interme- 
diate Book between the Author's ' Outlines of Geography,' and ' Elements of 
Geography.' Eighth Edition, crown 8vo, pp. 224, 28. 

Outlines of Modern Geography. i42d Thousand, re- 
vised to the present time. i8mo, pp. X12, is. 

First Steps in Geography. 82d Thousand. i8mo, pp. 

56. Sewed, 4d. ; cloth, 6d. 

Elements of Physiography and Physical Geography. 

With Express Reference to the Instructions recently issued by the Science and 
Art Department. 19th Thousand. Crown 8vo, is. 6d. 

Facts and Dates ; or, the Leading Events in Sacred and 

Profane History, and the Principal Facts in the various Physical Sciences. 
The Memory being aided throughout by a Simple and Natural Method. For 
Schools and Private Reference.' New Edition, thoroughly Revised. Crown 
8vo, 38. 6d. 

MACKENZIE. Studies in Roman Law. With Comparative Views 

of the Laws of France, England, and Scotland. By Lord Mackenzie, one of 
the Judges of the Court of Session in Scotland. Fifth Eklition, Edited by 
John Kirkpatrick, Esq., M.A. Cantab.; Dr Jur. Heidelb. ; LL.B., Edin. ; 
Advocate. 8vo, 12s. 

MANNERS. Notes of an Irish Tour in 1846. By Lord John 

Manners, M.P., G.C.B. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 28. 6d. 

Impressions of Bad-Homburg. Comprising a Short Ac- 
count of the Women's Associations of Germany under the Red Cross. By 
Lady John Manners. Crown 8vo, is. 6d. 

MARMORNE. The Story is tohl by Adolphus Segrave, the 

youngest of three Brothers. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6fl. 

MARSHALL. French Home Life. By Frederic Marshall, 

Second Edition. 5s. 

M ARSHMAN. . History of India. From the Earliest Period to the 

Close of the India Company's Government ; with an Epitome of Subsequent 
Events. By John Clark Marshman, C.S.I. Abridged from the Author's 
larger work. Second Edition, revised. Crown 8vo, with Map, 6s. 6d. 

MARTIN. Goethe's Faust Translated by Sir Theodore Martin, 

K.C.B. Second Edition, crown 8vo, 68. Cheap Eklition, 38. 6d. 

The Works of Horace. Translated into English Verse, 

with Life and Notes. In 3 vols, crown 8vo, printed on hand-made paper, 218. 

Poems and Ballads of Heinrich Heine. Done into Eng- 
lish Verse. Second Edition. Printed on papier vergi, crown 8vo, Sa. 

Catullus. With Life and Notes. Second Edition, post 8vo, 

78. 6d. 

— — • The Vita Nuova of Dante. With an Introduction and 



Notes. Second Edition, crown 8vo, 58. 
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MAKTIN. Aladdin: A Dramatic Poem. By Adam Oehlen- 

SOHLAEQEB. Fcap. SVO, 58. 

Correggio : A Tragedy. By Oehlenschlaeger. With 

Notes. Fcap. 8vo, 3s, 

King Rene's Daughter : A Danish Lyrical Drama. By 



Henrik Hertz. Second Edition, fcap., 28. 6d. 

MEIKLEJOHN. An Old Educational Reformer— Dr Bell. By 
J. M. D. Meiklejohn, M.A., Professor of the Theory, History, and Practice 
of Education in the University of St Andrews. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d, 

MICHEL. A Critical Inquiry into the Scotitish Language. With 

the view of Illustrating the Rise and Progress of Civilisation in Scotland. By 
Francisque-Michel, F.S A. Lond. and Scot., Correspondant de I'lnstitutde 
France, &c. In One handsome Quarto Volume, printed on hand-made paper, 
and appropriately bound in Roxburgh e style. Price 66s. 

MICH IE. The Larch : Being a Practical Treatise on its Culture 

and General Management. By Christopher Toxtng Miohie, Forester, Gollen 
House. Crown 8vo, with Illustrations. 7s. 6d. 

MINTO. A Manual of English Prose Literature, Biographical 

and Critical : designed mainly to show Characteristics of Style. By W. Minto, 
M A., Professor of Logic in the Univerbity of Aberdeen. Second Edition, 
revised. Crown 8vo, 78. 6d. 

Characteristics of English Poets, from Chaucer to Shirley. 

Crown 8vo, 9s. 

MITCHELL. Biographies of Eminent Soldiers of the last Four 

Centuries. By Major-General John Mitchell, Author of * Life of Wallenstein.' 
With a Memoir of the Author. Svo, 9s. 

MOIR. Poetical Works of D. M. Mom (Delta). With Memoir by 

Thomas Aibd, and Portrait. Second Edition, 2 vols. fcap. Svo, 12s. 

Domestic Verses. New Edition, fcap. Svo, cloth gilt, 48. 6d. 

Lectures on the Poetical Literature of the Past Half-Cen- 
tury. Third Edition, fcap. Svo, 5s. 

Life of Mansie Wauch, Tailor in Dalkeith. With 8 



Illustrations on Steel, by the late George Cruikshank. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d, 
Another Edition, fcap. Svo, is. 6d. 

MOMERIE. The Origin of Evil ; and other Sermons. Preached 

in St Peter's, Cranley Gardens. By the Rev. A. W. Momerie, M.A., D Sf., 
Proffssor of Logic and Metaphysics in King's College, London. Secotid 
Edition, enlarged. Crown Svo, 5s. 

Defects of Modern Christianity, and other Sermons. 

Crown Svo. 

MONTAGUE. Campaigning in South Africa. Reminiscences of 

an Oflflcer in 1879. By Captain W. E. Montague, 94th Regiuient, Author of 
* Claude Meadowleigh,' &c. Svo, los. 6d. 

MONTALEMBERT. Count de Montalembert's History of the 

Monks of the West. From St Benedict to St Bernard. Translated by Mrs 
Oliphant. 7 vols. Svo, £3, 17s. 6d. 

Memoir of Count de Montalembert. A Chapter of Re- 
cent French History. By Mrs Ouphant, Author of the 'Life of Edward 
Irving,' &c. 2 vols, crown Svo. £1, 4s. 

MORE THAN KIN. By M. P. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 
MURDOCH. Manual of the Law of Insolvency and Bankruptcy : 

Comprehending a Summary of the Law of Insolvency, Notour Bankruptcy, 
Composition - contracts, Trust-deeds, Ceasios, and Sequestrations; and the 
Winding-up of Joint-Stock Companies in Scotland ; with Annotations on the 
various Insolvency and Bankruptcy Statutes ; and with Forms of Procedure 
applicable to these Subjects. By James Murdoch, Member of the Faculty of 
Procurators in Glasgow. Fourth Edition, Revised and Enlarged, Svo, £j. 
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MY TRIVIAL LIFE AND MISFORTUNES : A Gossip with 

no Plot in Particular. By A Plain Woman. 3 vols, post 8vo. [In the Press. 

NEAVES. A Glance at some of the Principles of Comparative 

Philology. As illustrated in the Latin and Anglican Forms of Speech. By 
the Hon. Lord Neaves. Crown 8vo, is. 6d. 

Songs and Verses, Social and Scientific. By an Old Con- 
tributor to 'Maga.' Fifth Edition, fcap. 8vo, 4s. 

The Greek Anthology. Being Vol. XX. of * Ancient Clas- 



sics for English Readers.' Crown Svo, 2s. 6d. 

NEW VIRGINIANS, THE. By the Author of ' Estelle RusseU/ 

' Junia,' &c. In 2 vols., post 8vo, i8s. 

NICHOLSON. A Manual of Zoology, for the Use of Students. 

With a General Introduction on the Principles of Zooloiry. By Henry Al- 
LEYNE Nicholson, M.D., D.Sc, F.L.S., P.G.8., Regius Professor of Natural 
History in the University of Aberdeen. Sixth Edition, revised and enlarged. 
Crovm 8vo, pp. 816, with .394 Engravings on Wood, 14s. 

— — Text-Book of Zoology, for the Use of Schools. Third Edi- 
tion, enlarged. Crown 8vo, with 188 Engravings on Wood, 68. 

Introductory Text-Book of Zoology, for the Use of Junior 

Classes. Fifth EcUtion, revised and enlarged, with 156 Engravings, 3s. 

Outlines of Natural History, for Beginners ; being Descrip- 
tions of a Progressive Series of Zoological Types. Second Edition, with 
Engravings, is. 6d. 

A Manual of Palaeontology, for the Use of Students. 

With a General Introduction on the Principles of Palaeontology. Second 
Edition. Revised and greatly enlarged. 2 vols. 8vo, with 72a Engravings, 
£2y 28. 

The Ancient Life-History of the Earth. An Outline of the 

Principles and Leading Facts of Palaontological Science. Crown 8vo, with 
numerous Engravings, los. 6d. 

On the "Tabulate Corals" of the Palaeozoic Period, with 

Critical Descriptions of Illustrative Species. Illustrated with 15 Lithograph 
Plates and numerous Engravings. Super-royal 8vo, 21s. 

On the Structure and Affinities of the Genus Monticulipora 

and its Sub-Genera, with Critical Descriptions of Illustrative Species. Illus- 
trated with numerous Engravings on wood and lithographed Plates. Super- 
royal 8vo, i8s. 

Synopsis of the Classification of the Animal Kingdom. 



In one volume 8vo, with 106 Illustrations, 6s. 

NICHOLSON. Communion with Heaven, and other Sermons. 

By the late Maxwkll Nicholson, D.D., Minister of St Stephen's, Edinburgh. 
Crown 8vo, 58. 6d. 

Best in Jesus. Sixth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 4s. 6d. 

OLIPHANT. The Land of Gilead. With Excursions in the 

Lebanon. By Laurence Oliphant, Author of 'Lord Elgin's Mission to 
China and Japan,' &c. With Illustrations and Maps. Demy 8vo, 218. 

The Land of Khemi. Post 8vo, with Illustrations, los. 6d. 

Traits and Travesties ; Social and Political Post 8vo, 

los. 6d. 

Piccadilly: A Fragment of Contemporary Biography. With 



Eight Illustrations by Richard Doyle. Fifth Edition, 48. 6d. Cheap Edition, 
in paper cover, 2s. 6d. 

OLIPHANT. Historical Sketches of the Reign of George Second. 

By Mrs Oliphant. Third Edition, 6s. 

The Story of Valentine ; and his Brother. 58., cloth. 
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OLIPHANT. Katie Stewart. 28. 6d. 

- Salem Chapel. 28. 6d., cloth. 

— — The Perpetual Curate. 28. 6d., cloth. 

Miss Marjoribanks. 28. 6d., cloth. 

- The Rector, and the Doctor's Family, is. 6d., cloth. 

John : A Love Story. 28. 6d., cloth. 

OSBORN. Narratives of Voyage and Adventure. By Admiral 

iSHERARD OsBORM, G.B. 3 vols". crowD 8vo, I as. 

OSSIAN. The Poems of Osaian in the Original Gaelic. With a 

Literal Translation into English, and a Dissertation on the Authenticity of the 
Poems. By the Rev. Archibald Glkrk. a vols, imperial 8vo, £i, xis. 6d. 

OSWALD. By Fell and Fjord ; or, Scenes and Studies in Iceland. 

By E. J. Oswald. Post 8vo, wiUi Illustrations. 7s. 6d. 

PAGE. Introductory Text-Book of Geology. By David Page, 

LL.D., Professor of Geology in the Durham University of Physical Science, 
Newcastle. With Engravings on Wood and Glossarlal Index. Eleventh 
Edition, as. 6d. 

- Advanced Text-Book of Geology, Descriptive and Indus- 
trial. With Engravings, and Glossary of Scieutilic Terms. Sixth Edition, re- 
vised and enhirged, 73. 6d. 

Geology for General Readers. A Series of Popular Sketches 

in Geology and Paleeontology. Third Edition, enlarged, 6s. 

Chips and Chapters. A Book for Amateurs and Young 

Geologists. 5s. 

Economic Geology ; or, Geology in its relation to the Arts 

and Manufactures. Witli^ Engravings, and Coloured Map of the British Islands. 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

Introductory Text -Book of Physical Geopjraphy. With 

Sketoh-Mapa and illustrations. Edited by Charles Lapwortii. F.G.S., &c,, 
Professor of Geology and Mineralogy in the Mason Science College, Birming- 
ham, loth Edition, as. 6d. 

Advanced Text-Book of Physical Geography. Second Edi- 
tion. With Engravings. 5s. 

PAGET. Paradoxes and Puzzles : Historical, Judicial, and Literary. 

Now for the first time published in Collected Fonu. By John Paget, Barris- 
ter-at-Law. 8vo, 12s. 

PATON. Spindrift. By Sir J. Noel Baton. Fcap., cloth, 5s. 

■ Poems by a Painter. Fcap., cloth, 5s. 

PATTERSON. Essays in History and Art. By R. Hogarth 

Patterson. 8vo, 12s. 

The New Golden Age, and Influence of the Precious Metals 

upon the World. 2 vols. Rvo, 31s. 6d. 

PAUL. History of the Royal Company of Archers, the Queen's 

Body-Guard for Scotland. By James Balfour Paul, Advocate of the Scottish 
Bar. Crown 4to, with Portraits and other Illustrations. jC^, 2s. 

PAUL. Analysis and Critical Interpretation of the Hebrew Text cf 

the Book of Genesis. Preceded by a Hebrew Grammar, and Dissertations on 
the Genuineness of the Pentateuch, and on the Structure of the Hebrew Lan- 
guage. By the Rev. William Paul, A.M. 8vo, 18s. 

PETTIGREW. The Handy Book of Bees, and their Profitahle 

Management. By A. Pettiorew. Fourth Edition, Bolarged, with Engrav- 
ings. Crown Svo, 38. 6d. 
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PHILLIMORE. Uncle Z. By Greville Phillimore, Rector of 

Henley-on-Thames. Crown 8vo, 78. 6d. 

Only a Black Box. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. [in the Press. 

PHILOSOPHICAL CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. 

Companion Series to Ancient and Foreign Classics for English Readers. 
Edited by William Knight, LL.D., Professor of Moral Philosophy, Uni- 
versity of St Andrews. In crown 8vo volumes, with portraits, price 3s. 6d. 

1. Descartes. By Professor Mahafly, Dublin. 

2. Butler. By the Rev. W. Lucas Collins, M. A., Honorary Canon of Peterborough. 
8. Berkeley. By Professor A. Campbell Fraser, Edinburgh. 

4. FicHTE. By Professor Adamson, Owens College, Manchester. 

6. Kant. By Willinm Wallace, M.A., LL.D., Merton College, Oxford. 

6. Hamilton. By Professor Veitch, Glasgow. 

POLLOK. The Course of Time : A Poem. By Robert Pollok, 

A.M. Small fcap. 8vo, cloth gilt. 2s. 6d. The Cottage Edition, aamo, sewed, 
8d. The Same, cloth, gilt edges, is. 6d. Another Edition, with Illustrations 
by Birket Foster and others, fcap., gilt cloth, 38. 6d., or with edges gilt, 4s. 

PORT ROYAL LOGIC. Translated from the French : with Intro- 
duction, Notes, and Appendix. By Thomas Spencer Baynes, LL.D., Pro- 
fessor in the University of St Andrews. Eighth Edition, i2mo, 4s. 

POST-MORTEM. Third Edition, is. 

By the same Author. 
The Autobiography of Thomas Allen. 3 vols, post 8vo> 

258. 6d. 

POTTS AND DARNELL. Aditiis Faciliores : An easy Latin Con- 
struing Book, with Complete Vocabulary. By A. W. Potts, M.A., LL.D., 
Head-Master of the Fettes College, Edinburgh, and sometime Fellow of St 
John's College, Cambridge; and the Rev. C. Darnell, M.A., Head-Master of 
Cargilfield Preparatory School, Eklinburgh, and late Scholar of Pembroke and 
Downing Colleges, Cambridge. Seventh Edition, fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Aditus Faciliores Graeci. An easy Greek Construing Book, 

with Complete Vocabulary. Third Edition, fcap. 8vo, 3s. 

PRINGLE. The Live-Stock of the Farm. By Robert 0. Pringle. 

Third Edition, crown 8vo. [In the Press. 

PUBLIC GENERAL STATUTES AFFECTING SCOTLAND, 

from 1707 to 1847, with Chronological Table and Index. 3 vols, large Svo, 

PUBLIC GENERAL STATUTES AFFECTING SCOTLAND, 

COLLECTION OF. Published Annually with General Index. 

RAMSAY. Rough Recollections of Military Service and Society. 

By Lieut. -Col. Baloarres D. Wardlaw Bamsav. Two vols, post Svo, ais. 

RANKINE. A Treatise on the Rights and Burdens Incident to 

the Ownership of Lands and other Heritages in Scotland. By John Ran- 
KiNE, M.A., Advocate. Large 8vo, 40s. 

REID. A Handy Manual of German Literature. By M. F. Reid. 

For Schools, Civil Service Competitions, and University L »cal Examinations. 
Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

RIMMER. The Early Homes of Prince Albert. By Alfred 

RiMMER. Author of ' Our Old Country Towns,' &c Beautifully Illustrated 
with Tinted Plates and numerous Engravings on Wood. One volume 8vo. 

[In tJie Press. 

ROBERTSON. Orellana, and other Poems. By J. Logie Robert- 
son. Fcap. 8vo. Printed on hand-made paper. 68. 

Our Holiday Among the Hills. By James and Janet 

LooiB Robertson. Fcap. Svo, 3s. 6d. 
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RUSSELL. The Haigs of Bemersyde. A Family History. By 

John Russell Large octavo, with Illustrations. 21s. 

RUSTOW. The War for the Rhine Frontier, 1870: Its PoUtical 

and Military History. By Col. W. Rdstow. Translated from the German, 
by John Layland Needuam, Lieutenant R.M. Artillery. 3 vols. 8vo, with 
Maps and Plans, £1^ iis. 6d. 

SANDERS. Matthew Dale, Farmer. By Mrs Sanders (A. L. 0. S.) 

2 vols, post 8vo, 178. 

SCHETKY. Ninety Years of Work and Play. Sketches from the 

Public and Private Career of John Christian Schetky, late Marine Fainter in 
Ordinary to the Queen. By his Daughter. Crown 8vo, 7s, 6d. 

SCOTCH LOCH FISHING. By "Black Palmer." Crown 8vo, 

interleaved with blank pages, 48. 

SCOTTISH NATURALIST, THE. A Quarterly Magazine of 

Natural History. Edited by F, Buchanan White, M.D., F.L.S. Annual 
Subscription, free by post, 4s. 

SELLAR. Manual of the Education Acts for Scotland. By 

Alexander Craio Sella r. Advocate. Seventh Edition, greatly enlarged, 
and revised to the present time. 8vo, iss. 

SELLER AND STEPHENS. Physiology at the Farm ; in Aid of 

Rearing and Feeding the Live Stock. By William Seller, M.D., F.R.S.E., 
Fellow of the Royal College of Physicians, Edinburgh, formerly Lecturer on 
Materia Medica and Dietetics ; and Henry Stephens, F.R.S.E., Author of * The 
Book of the Farm,' &c Post 8vo, with Engravings, i6s. 

SETON. Memoir of Alexander Seton, Earl of Dunfermline, Seventh 
President of the Court of Ses««ion. ind Lord Chancellor of Scotland. By 
George Seton, M.A. Oxon. ; Author of the 'Law and Practice of Heraldry in 
Scotland,' &c. Crown 4to, 21s. 

SHADWELL. The Life of Colin Campbell, Lord Clyde. Illus- 

trated by Extracts from his Diary and Correspondence. By Lieutenai.t- 
General Shadwell, C.B. 2 vols. 8vo. With Portrait, Maps, and Plaus. 
368. 

SIM. Margaret Sim's Cookery. "With an Introduction by L. B. 

Walford, Author of ' Mr Smith : A Part of His Life,' &c. One volume crown 
8vo. [In the Press. 

SI ME. King Capital. By William Sime. In 2 vols, post 8vo. 

[In the Press. 

SIMPSON. Dogs of other Davs : Nelson and Puck. By Eve 

Blantyre Simpscw. Fcap. 8vo, with Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

SMITH. The Pastor as Preacher; or, Preaching in connection 

with Work in the P.irish aud the Study ; being Lectures delivered at the 
Universities of Edinburgh, Aberdeen, and Glas^iow. By Henry Wallis 
Smith, D.D., Minister of Kirknewton and East Calder; one of the Lecturers 
on Pastoral Theology appointed by the General Assembly of the Church of 
Scotland. Crown Svo, 58. 

SMITH. Italian Irrigation : A Report on the Agricultural Canals 

of Piedmont and Lonibardy, addressed to the Hon. the Directors of the East 
India Company ; with an Appendix, containing a Sketch of the Irrigation Sys- 
tem of Northern and Central India. By Lieut. -CoL R. Baird Smith, F.G S., 
Captain, Bengal Engineers. Second Edition. 2 vols. Svo, with Atlas in folio, 
30s. 

S!MITH. Thorndale ; or, The Conflict of Opinions. By Willta^i 

Smith, Author of *A Discourse on Ethics,' &c. A New Edition. Crown 
Svo, los. 6d. 

Gravenhurst ; or, Thoughts on Good and EviL Second 

Edition, with Memoir of the Author. Crown Svo, 8s. 

■ A Discourse on Ethics of the School of Paley. Svo, 48. 
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SMITH. DramaP. i. Sir WiUiam Criclitoii. 2. Athelwold. 3. 

Goidone. 34rao, boards. 38. 

SOUTHEY. Tlie Birthday, and other Poems. Second Edition, 58. 

Chapters on Churchyards. Fcap., 2s. 6d. 

SPEKE. What led to the Discovery of the Nile Source. By John 

Hannino Speke, Captain H.M. Indian Army 8vo, with Maps, &c., 148. 

Journal of the Discovery of the Source of the Nile. By 

J. H. Speke, Captain H.M. Indian Arniy. With a Map of Eastern Equatorial 
Africa by Captain 8prke ; numerous illustrations, chiefly from Drawings by 
Captain Grant; and Portraits, engraved on Steel, of Captains Speke and 
Grant. 8vo, 218. 

SPROTT. The Worship and Offices of the Church of Scotland ; 

or, the Celebration of Public Worship, the Administration of the Sacraments, 
and other Diviue Offices, according to the Order of the Church of Scotland. 
By George W. Sprott, D.D., Minister or North Berwick. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

STARFORTH. Villa Residences and Farm Architecture : A Series 

of Designs. By John Starforth, Archit^t. 102 Engravings. Second Edi- 
tion, medium 4to, £,i^ 17s. 6d. 

STATISTICAL ACCOUNT OF SCOTLAND. Complete, with 

Index, 15 vols. 8vo, ;Ci6, 168. 
Each County sold separatelv, with Title, Index, and Map, neatly bound in cloth, 
forming a very valuable Manual to the Landowner, the Tenant, the Manufac- 
turer, the Naturalist, the Tourist, &c. 

STEPHENS. The Book of the Farm ; detailing the Labours of the 

Farmer, Farm-Steward, Ploughman, Shepherd, Hed;;er, Farm-Labourer, Field- 
Worker, and Cattleman. By Henry Stephens, F.R.S.B. Illustrated with 
Portraits of Animals painted from the life ; and with 557 Engravings on Wood, 
representing the principal Field Operations, Implements, and Animals treated 
of in the Work. A New and Revised Edition, the third, in great part Re- 
written. 3 vols, large 8vo, £,1^ ids. 

— ^— The Book of Farm-Buildings ; their Arrangement " and 

Construction. By Henrt Stephens, F.B.S.E., Author of 'The Book of the 
Farm ; ' and Robert Scott Bitrn. Illustrated with 1045 Plates and En- 
gravings. Large 8vo, uniform with ' The Book of the Farm,' &c. ;^z, zis. 6d. 

The Book of Farm Implements and Machines. By J. 

Slight and R Scott Burn, Engineers. Eklited by Henbt Stephens. Large 
8vo, uniform with ' The Book of the Farm,' £,^, as. 

— — Catechism of Practical Agriculture. With Engravings, is. 



STEWART. Advice to Purchasers of Horses. By John Stewart, 

Y.S. Author of 'Stable Economy.' ss. 6d. 

— — Stable Economy. A Treatise on the Management of 

Horses in relation to Stabling, Orooming, Feeding, Watering, and Working. 
Seventh Edition, fcap. 8vo, 68. 6d. 

STIRLING. Missing Proofs : a Pembrokeshire Tale. By M. C. 

Stirtjno, Author of ' The Grahams of Invermoy.' 2 vols, crown 8vo, 178. 

The Minister's Son ; or, Home with Honours. 3 vols. 

post 8vo, 25s. 6d. 

STORMONTH. Etymological and Pronouncing Dictionary of the 

English Language. Including a very Copious Selection of Scientific Terms. 
For Use in Schools and Colleges, and as a Book of General Reference. By the 
Rev. James Stormonth. The Pronunciation carefUUy Revised by the Rev. 
P. H. Phelp, M.A. Cantab. Seventh Edition, Revised throughout, contain- 
ing many words not to be found in any other Dictionary. Crown 8vo, pp. 
800. 7s. 6d. 
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STORMONTH. The School Etymological Dictionary and Word- 

Book. Combining the advantages of an ordinary pronouncing School Dic- 
tionary and an Etymological Spelling-book. Fcap. 8vo, pp. 254. 28. 

STORY. Graffiti D'ltalia. By W. W. Story, Author of ' Roba di 

Roma.' Second Edition, fcap. 8vo, 78. 6d. 

Nero ; A Historical Play. Fcap. 8vo, 6s, 

Vallombrosa. Post 8vo, 58. 

STRICKLAND. Lives of the Queens of Scotland, and English 

Princesses connected with the Regal Succession of Great Britain. By Agnes 
Strickland. With Portraits and Historical Vignettes. 8 vols, post 8vo, 

STTJRGIS. John - a - Dreams. A Tale. By Julian Sturgis. 

New Edition, crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Little Comedies, Old and New. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

Dick's Wandering. 3 vols., post 8vo, 25s. 6d. 

SUTHERLAND. Handbook of Hardy Herbaceous and Alpine 

Flowers, for general Garden Decoration. Containing Descriptions, in Plain 
Language, of upwards of 1000 Species of Ornamental Hardy Perennial and 
Alpine Plants, adapted to all classes of Flower-Gardens, Rockwork, and 
Waters ; along with Concise and Plain Instructions for their Propagation and 
Culture. By William Sutherland, Gardener to the Earl of Minto ; formerly 
Manager of the Herbaceous Department at Kew. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

TAYLOR. Destruction and Reconstruction : Personal Experi- 
ences of the Late War in the United States. By Richard Taylor, Lieutenant- 
General in the Confederate Army. 8vo, los. 6d. 

TAYLOR. The Story of My Life. By the late Colonel Meadows 

Taylor, Author of *The Confessions of a Thusr,' &c. &c. Edited by his 
Daughter. New and cheaper Edition, being the Fourth. Crown Svo, 63. 

THOLUCK. Hours of Christian Devotion. Translated from the 

German of A. Tlioluck, D.I)., Professor of Theology in the University of Halle. 
By the Rev, Robert Menziks, D. D. With a Preface written for this Transla- 
tion by the Author. Second Edition, crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

THOMSON. Handy Book of the Flower-Garden : being Practical 

Directions for the Propagation, Culture, and Arrangement of Plants in Flower- 
Gardens all the year round. Embracing all classes of Gardens, from the largest 
to the smallest. With Engraved and Coloured Plans, illustrative of the various 
systems of Grouping in Bc<ls and Borders. By David Thomson, Ganlener to 
his Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, K.G., at Drumlanrig. Third Edition, crown 
Svo, 78. 6d. 

The Handy Book of Fruit-Culture under Glass : beinj^ a 

series of Elaborate Practical Treatises on the Cultivation and Forcing of Pines, 
Vines, Peaches, Figs, Melons, Strawberries, and Cucumbers. With Engravings 
of Hothouses, &c., most suitable for the Cultivation and Forcing of these 
Fruits. Second Edition. Crown Svo, with Engravings, 7s. 6d. 

THOMSON. A Practical Treatise on the Cultivation of the Grape- 
vine. By William Thomson, Tweed Vineyards. Ninth Ekiition, Svo, 5s. 

TOM CRINGLE'S LOG. A New Edition, with Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, 5s. Che-ap Edition, 2s. 

TRAILL. Recaptured Rhymes. Being a Batch of Political and 
other Fugitives arrested and brought to Book. By H. D. Traill. Crown 
Svo, 5s. 

TRANSACTIONS OF THE HIGHLAND AND AGRICUL- 
TURAL SOCIETY OF SCOTLAND. Published annually, price 58. 
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TROLLOPE. The Fixed Period. By Anthony Trollope. 2 vols., 

fcap. 8vo, 128. 

TULLOCH. Rational Theology and Christian Philosophy in Eng- 
land in the Seventeenth Century. By John Tulloch, D.D., Principal of 8t 
Mary's College in the University of St Andrews ; and one of her Majesty's 
Chaplains in Ordinary in Scotland. Second Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 28s. 

The Christian Doctrine of Sin ; being the Croall Lecture 



for 1876. Crown 8vo, 6s. 



Theism. The Witness of Reason and Nature to an All- 
Wise and Beneficent Creator. 8vo, los. 6d. 

TYTLER The Wonder-Seeker; or, The History of Charles Douglas. 
By M. Eraser Tytler, Author of 'Tales of the Great and Brave,' &c. A New 
Edition. Fcap., 38. 6d. 

VIRGIL. The ^neid of Virgil. Translated in English Blank 

Verse by G. K. Rickard^, M.A., and Lord Ravensworth. 2 vols. fcap. 8vo, 

lOS. 

WALFORD. Mr Smith : A Part of his Life. By L. B. Walford. 

Cheap Edition, 3s. 6d. 

Pauline. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 68. 

Cousins. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Troublesome Daughters. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 68. 

Dick Netherby. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

WARREN'S (SAMUEL) WORKS. People's Edition, 4 vols, crown 

8vo, cloth, 18s. Or separately : — 

Diary of a Late Physician. 3s. 6d. Illustrated, crown 8vo, 78. 6d. 

Ten Thousand A- Year. 5s. 

Now and Then. The Lily and the Bee. Intellectual and Moral 

Development of the Present Age. 4s. 6d. 

Essays : Critical, Imaginative, and Juridical 58. 
WARREN. The Five Books of the Psalms. With Marginal 

Notes. By Rev. Samuel L. Warren, Rector of Esher, Surrey ; late Fellow, 
Dean, and Divinity Lecturer, Wadham College, Oxford. Crown 8vo, Ss. 

WATSON. Eternal Life ; and other Sermons. By the late Archi- 
bald Watson, D.D., Minister of the Parish of Dundee, and one of Her 
Majesty's Chaplains for Scotland. With Introduction by the Vt-ry Rev. 
Principal Caird, Glasgow. Crown 8vo. [In the Press. 

WELLINGTON. Wellington Prize Essays on "the System of Field 

Manoeuvres best adapted for enabling our Troops to meet a Continental Army. 
Edited by Major-General Sir Edward Bruce Hamley, E.C.M.G. 8vo, 12s. 6d. 

WESTMINSTER ASSEMBLY. Minutes of the Westminster As- 

sembly, while engaged in preparing their Directory for Church Government, 
Confession of Faith, and Catechisms (November 1644 to March 1649). Printed 
from Transcrii>ts of the Originals procured by the General Assembly of the 
Church of Scotland. Edited by the Rev. Alex. T. Mitchell, D.D., Professor 
of Ecclesiastical History in the University of St Andrews, and the Rev. John 
Struthers, LL.D., Minister of Prestonpans. With a Historical and Critical 
Introduction by I^fessor Mitchell. 8vo, 15s. 
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WHITE. The Eighteen Christian Centuries. By the Rev. Jambs 

White, Author of 'The History of France. ' Seventh Edition, post 8vo, with 
Index, 6ti. 

History of France, from the Earliest Times. Sixth Thou- 
sand, post Svo, with Index, 68. 

WHITE. Archgeological Sketches in Scotland — Kintyre and Knap- 
dale. By Captain T. P. White, B.E., of the Ordnance Survey. With numer- 
ous Illustrations, a vols, folio, £4, 4s. VoL I., Kintyre, sold separately, 
£9, as. 

WILLS AND GREENE. Drawing-room Dramas for Children. By 

W. G. Wills and the Hon. Mrs Greeks. Grown Svo, 6s. 

WILSON. Works of Professor Wilson. Edited by his Son-in-Law, 

Professor Ferrier. xa vols, crown Svo, £9, Ss. 

Christopher in his Sporting-Jacket. 2 vols., 8s. 

« 

Isle of Palms, City of the Plague, and other Poems. 48. 

Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life, and other Tales. 4s. 

Essays, Critical and Imaginative. 4 vols., i6s. 

■ The Noctes Ambrosiana. Complete, 4 vols., 148. 



The Comedy of the Noctes Ambrosiange. By Christopher 

North. Edited by John Skelton, Advocate. With a Portrait of Professor 
Wilson and of the Ettrick Shepherd, engraved on Steel. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

Homer and his Translators, and the Greek Drama. Crown 

8vo, 48. 

WINGATR Annie Weir, and other Poems. By David Wingate. 

Fcap. Svo, 58. 

Lily Neil. A Poem, Crown Svo, 4s. 6d, 



WORDSWORTH. The Historical Plays of Shakespeare. With 

Introductions and Notes. By Charles Wordsworth, D.C.L., Bishop of 8. 
Andrews. 3 vols, post Svo. [In the Press. 

A Discourse on Scottish Church History. From the Refor- 



mation to the Present Time. With Prefatory Remarks on the St Giles' Lec- 
tures, and Appendix of Notes and References. Crown Svo, cloth, 28. 6d. 

WORSLEY. Poems and Translations. By Philip Stanhope 

WoRSLBY, M.A. Edited by Edward Worsley. Second Edition, enlarged. 
Fcap. Svo, 68. 

WYLDE. A Dreamer. By Katharine Wylde. In 3 vols., 

post Svo, 358. 6d. 

YOUNG. Songs of B^ranger done into English Verse. By William 

Young. New Edition, revised. Fcap. Svo, 48. 6d. 

YULE. Fortification: for the Use of Officers in the Army, and 

Readers of Military History. By CoL Yule, Bengal Engineers. 8vo, wiih 
numerous Illustrations, los. 6d. 
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